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BOOK THE FIRST. 



Hxo ne'er his bread in sorrow ate, 
lio ne'er the moumftd, midnight houn 
ping upon his bed has sate, 
knows you not, ye Heavenly Powers." 
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CHAPTER I. 



THE HERO. 

In John Lyly's Endymion, Sir Topas is made to 
say, " Dost thou know what a poet is ? Why, fool, a 
poet is as much as one shoidd say — a poet !** And 
thou, reader, dost thou know what a hero is ? Why, 
a hero is as much as one should say — a hero ! Some 
romance writers, however, say much more than this. 
Nay, the old Lombard, Matteo Maria Bojardo, set all 
the church bells in Scandiano ringing, merely because 
he had foimd a name for one of his heroes. Here, 
also, shall church-bells be rung, but more solemnly. 

The setting of a great hope is like the setting of 
the sun. The brightness of our life is gone. Shadows 
of evening fall around us, and the world seems but 
a dim reflection — itself a broader shadow. We look 
forward into the coming, lonely night. The soul 
withdraws into itself. Then stars arise, and the 
night is holy. 

Paul Flemming had expeiience^ KJioaa, ^o\x^ ^*'S^ 
Xoun^. The fiiend of lua youtb. ^«>& ^e^. "^^"^ 
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bough had broken ** under the burden of the unripe 
fruit. ' ' And when, after a season, he looked up again 
from the blindness of his sorrow, all things seemed 
unreal. like the man, whose sight had been restored 
by miracle, he beheld men, as trees, walking. Wi 
household gods were broken. He had no home. His 
sj-mpathies cried aloud from his desolate soul, and 
there came no answer from the busy, turbulent world 
around him. He did not willingly give way to grief. 
He struggled to be cheerful — to be strong. But he 
could no longer look into the familiar faces of his 
friends. He could no longer live alone, where he 
had lived with her. He went abroad, that the sea 
might be between him and the grave. Alas ! between 
him and his sorrow there could be no sea, but that 
of time. 

He had already passed many months in lonely 
wandering, and was now pursuing his way along the 
Rhine, to the South of Oermany . He had journeyed 
the same way before, in brighter days and a brighter 
season of the year ; in the May of life, and in the 
month of May. He knew the beauteous river all by 
heart ; — every rock andruin, every echo, every legend. 
The ancient castles, grim and hoar, that had taken 
root as it were on the cliffs, — ^they were all his ; for 
his thoughts dwelt in them, and the wind told him 
tales. 

He had passed a sleepless night at Rolandseck, and 
had risen before daybreak. He opened the window 
of the balcony to hear the rushing of the Rhine. It 
was a damp December morning ; and clouds were 
paeaxDg oyer the ak^,— thin vapoury clouda, ivboM 
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snow-white skirts were ** often stopped with golden 
tears, which men call stars/' The day dawned slowly i 
and, in the mingling of daylight and starlight, the 
island and cloister of Nonnenwerth made together 
but one broad, dark shadow on the silver breast of 
the river. Beyond rose the summits of the Sie- 
bengebirg. Solemn and dark, like a monk, stood the 
Drachenfels, in his hood of mist, and rearward ex- 
tended the Curtain of Mountains, back to the Wol- 
kenburg, — ^The Castle of the Clouds. 

But Flemming thought not of the scene before 
him. Sorrow tmspeakable was ui>on his spirit in 
that lonely hour ; and, hiding his face in his hands, 
he exclaimed aloud : 

** Spirit of the past ! look not so mournfully at me 
with thy great, tearful eyes ! Touch me not with thy 
cold hand ! Breathe not upon me with the icy breath 
of the grave ! Chant no more that dirge of sorrow, 
through the long and silent watches of the night !'' 

Mournful voices from afar seemed to answer, 
** Treuenfels !" and he remembered how others had 
suffered, and his heart grew still. 

Slowly the landscape brightened. Down the rush- 
ing stream came a boat, with its white wings spread, 
and darted like a swallow through the narrow pass 
of GFod's Help. The boatmen were singing, but not 
the song of Roland the Brave, which was heard of 
old by the weeping Hildegund, as she sat within the 
wall of that cloister, which now looked forth in the ' 
pale moming from amid the leafless linden ts.^^:^. 
The dim traditions of tho&e gre^ o\^ ^}aEk!^ tqr»^ vd^ 
the traveUer'B memory; foT t\ie txiisM^ \ss^«t ^*«- 
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Rolandseck was still looking down upon the Klost<ir 
Nonnenwerth, as if the sound of the funeral beU had 
changed the faithful Paladin to stone, and he were 
watching still to see the form of his beloved one 
come forth, not from her cloister, but from her grave. 
Thus the brazen clasps of the book of legends were 
opened, and, on the page illuminated by the misty 
rays of the rising sun, he read again the tales of 
liba, and the mournful bride of Argenfels, and 
Siegfried, the mighty slayer of the dragon. Mean- 
while the mists had risen from the Rhine, and the 
whole air was filled with golden vapour, through 
which he beheld the sim, hanging in heaven like a 
drop of blood. Even thus shone the sim within 
him, amid the wintry vapours, uprising from the val- 
ley of the shadow of death, through which flowed 
the stream of his life, — sighing, sighing ! 



wrf&am. 



CHAPTER n. 

TOE CHBIST OF ANDEKNACH. 

PatjxFlemmino resumed his solitary journey. The 
morning was still misty, but not cold. Across the 
Rhine the sun came wading through the reddish 
Tax>ours, and soft and silver-white outspread the 
broad river, without a ripple upon its surface, or 
visible motion of the ever-moving current. A little 
vessel, with one loose sail, was riding at anchor, keel 
to keel with another that lay right imder it — its own 
apparition — and all was silent, and calm, and beau- 
tiful. 

The road was for the most part solitary, for there 
are few travellers upon the Rhine in winter. Peasant 
women were at work in the vineyards ; climbing up 
the slippery hill-sides like beasts of burden, with 
large baskets of manure upon their backs. And 
once during the morning, a band of apprentices with 
knapsacks passed by, singing, " The Rhine ! The 
Rhine ! a blessing on the Rhine !*' 

O, the pride of the German heart in this noble 
river ? And right it is, for of all tha TOcr& ^1 *Gc^ 
beautiful earth, there is none so '^Q^axsJoSxi^^ia^Qj^- 
ISfir^ is hardly a league of \1» ^\!Lo\e ^o\i3wa% ^^*o*^ 
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its cradle in the snowy Alps, to its grave in the sands 
of Holland, which boasts not its peculiar charms. 
By heayens ! if I were a German I would be proud 
of it too ; and of the clustering grapes that hang 
about its temples, as it reels onwards through vine- 
yards, in a triumphal march, like Bacchus, crowned 
anddtunken. 

But I will not attempt to describe the Rhine ; it 
would make this chapter much too long. And to do 
it well one should write like a god ; and his style flow 
onward royally with breaks and dashes, like the 
waters of that royal river, and antique, quaint, and 
Gothic times, be reflected in it. Alas ! this evening 
my style flows not at all. Flow, then, into this 
smoke-eoloured goblet, thou blood of the Rhine! 
out of thy prison-house — out of thy long-necked, 
tapering flask, in shape not unlike a church-spire 
among thy native hills ; and from the crystal belfry 
loud ring the merry tinkling bells, while I drink a 
health to my hero, in whose heart is sadness, and in 
whose ears the bells of Andemach are ringing on. 

He is threading his way alone through a narrow 
alley, and now up a flight of stone steps, and along 
the city wall, towards that old ro\md tower built by 
the Archbishop Frederick of Cologne in the twelfth 
century. It has a romantic interest in his eyes, for 
he has still in his mind and heart that beautiful sketch 
of Carove, in which is described a day on the tower 
of Andemach. He flnds the old keeper and his wife 
still there ; and the old keeper closes the door be-, 
hind him slowly, as of old, lest he should jam too 
-Aaa/ the poor bouIb in purgatory, frbsMe iaXe \X^& to 
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suffer in the cracks of doors and hinges. But, alas ! 
alas ! the daughter, the maiden with long, dark eye- 
lashes, she is asleep in her little giaye under the 
linden trees of Feldkirche, with rosemary in her 
folded hands ! 

Flemming returned to the hotel disappointed. As 
he passed along the narrow streets he was dreaming 
of many things, but mostly of the keeper's daughter 
asleep in the churchyard of Feldkirche. Suddenly, 
on turning the comer of an ancient, gloomy church, 
his attenticm was arrested by a little chapel in an 
angle of the wall. It was only a small thatched 
roof like a bird's nest, under which stood a rude 
wooden image of the Saviour on the Cross. A real 
crown of thorns was upon his head, which was 
bowed downward, as if in the death agony, and 
drops of blood were falling down his cheeks, and 
from his hands, and feet, and side. The face was 
haggard and ghastly beyond all expression, and wore 
a look of \mutterable bodily anguish. The rude 
sculptor had given it this, but his art could go no 
farther. The sublimity of death in a dying Saviour, 
the expiring God-likeness of Jesus of Nazareth was 
not there. The artist had caught no heavenly in- 
spiration from his theme. All was coarse, harsh, 
and revolting to a sensitive mind; and Flemming 
turned away with a shudder as he saw this fearful 
image gazing at him, with its fixed and half-shut 
eyes. 

He soon reached the hotel, but that foce of agony 
still haunted him. He could not lefirasxLiiQTC^^^^^- 
mg of it to a very old woman., 'wVi.o %8*.>KM*J3ai%>s^ 
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the window of the dining-room, in a highrbacked 
old-lashioned arm-chair. I believe she was the inn- 
keeper's grandmother. At all events she was old 
enough to be so. She took off her owl-eyed spec- 
tacles, and as she wiped the glasses with her hand- 
kerchief^ said : 

" Thou dear Heaven ! Is it possiVle ? Did you 
never hear of Christ of Andemach?" 

Elemming answered in the negative. 

"Thou dear Heaven,** continued the old woman. 
"It is a very wonderful story, and a true on6, as 
every good Christian in Andcmach will tell you. 
And it all happened before the death of my blessed 
man, four years ago ; let me see — yes, four years ago 
come Christmas," 

Here the old woman stopped speaking, but went 
on with her knitting. Other thoughts seemed to 
occupy her mind. She was thinking, no doubt, of 
her blessed man, as German widows call their dead 
husbands. But Flemming having expressed an 
ardent wish to hear the wonderful story, she told it 
in nearly the following words : 

" There was once a poor old woman in Andemach 
whose name was Frau Martha, and she lived all 
alone by herself, and loved all the Saints and the 
blessed Virgin, and was as good as an angel, and 
sold pics down the Rheinkrahn. But the house was 
very old, and the roof-tiles were broken, and she 
was too poor to get new ones, and the rain kept 
coming in, and no Christian soul in Andemach would 
help her. But the Frau Martha was a good woman, 
and never did anybody any harm, but wenX Vi t""" 
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eyery morning, and sold pies by the Rheinkiahn. 
Now, one dark, windy night, when all the good 
Christians in Andemach were in bed, and asleep in 
the feathers, Frau Martha, who slept under the rooC^ 
heard a great noise oyer her head, and in her chamber, 
drip-T-drip — drip — as if the rain were dropping down 
through the broken tiles. Dear soul! and sure 
enough it was. And there was a pounding and 
hammering oyerhead, as if somebody were at work 
on the roof; and she thought it was Pelz Nickel 
tearing the tiles off, because she had not been to 
ocmfession often enough. So she began to pray; 
and the fieister she said her Paternoster and her Aye- 
Maria, the f^ter Pelz Nickel pounded and pulled : 
and drip-*-drip — drip — ^it went all round her in the 
dark chamber, till the poor woman was frightened 
out of her wits, and ran to the window to call for 
help. Then in a moment all was still-r-<leath still. 
But she saw a light streaming through the mist and 
rain, and a great shadow on the house opposite. And 
then somebody came down from the top of her 
house by a ladder, and had a lantern in his hand, 
and he took the ladder on his shoulder and went 
down the street. But she could not see clearly, be- 
cause -the window was streaked with rain. And in 
the morning the old broken tUes were foimd scattered 
about the street, and there were new ones on the 
roof, and the old house has neyer leaked to this 
blessed day. 

** As soon as mass was oyer Frau Martha told the 
priest what had happened, and. h.e %d&dk\Xi^«&^c«^ 
Pele Nickel, but without doa\>V ^^^ ^^^«^ ^x^n.. 
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Florian. Then she went to the market, and tdd 
FraH Bridget all about it; and Frau Bridget said, 
that two nights before Hans Claus, the cooper, had 
heard a great pounding in his shop, and in the morn- 
ing had found new hoops on all his hogsheads ; and 
that a man with a lantern and a ladder had been 
seen riding out of town at midnight on a donkey, 
and that the same night the old windmill, at Kloster 
St. Thomas, had been mended up, and the old gate 
of the churchyard at Feldkirche made .as good as 
new, though nobody knew how the man got across 
the river. Then Frau Martha went down to the 
Bheinkrahn and told all these stories oyer again; 
and the old ferryman of Fahr said he could tell 
something about it — ^for the yery night the church- 
yard gate was mended, he was lying awake in his 
bed, because he could not sleep, and he heard a loud 
knocking at the door, and somebody calling to him • 
to get up and set him oyer the riyer. And when he 
got up, he saw a man down by the riyer with a lan- 
tern and a ladder ; but as he was going down to him 
the man blew out the light, and it was so dark he 
could not see who he was ; and his boat was old and 
leaky, and he was afraid to set him oyer in the dark : 
but the man said he must be in Andemach that 
night, and so he set him oyer. And after they had 
crossed the riyer, he watched the man, till he came 
to an image of the Holy Virgin, and he saw him put 
the ladder against the wall, and light his lamp, and 
walk along tiie street. And in the morning he foomd 
his old boat all caulked, and tight, and painted red, 
and he could not for his blessed life tell who did it. 
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unless it were the man with the lantern. Dear soul ! 
how strange it was ! 

" And so it went on for some time : and whenever 
the man with the lantern had been seen walking 
through the street at night, so sure as the morning 
eame some work had been done for the sake of some 
good soul ; and everybody knew he did it ; and yet 
nobody cotdd find out who he was, nor where he 
lived — ^for whenever they came near him he blew out 
his light and turned down another street; and if 
they followed him he suddenly disappeared-^-nobody 
could tell how. And some said it was Rubezahl; 
some Pelz Nickel ; and some St. Anthony-on-the- 
heath. 

"Now one stormy night, a poor sinful creature 
was wandering about the streets with her babe in 
her arm9, and she was hungry and cold, and no soul 
in Andemach would take her in. And when she • 
came to the church where the great crucifix stands, 
she saw no light in the little chapel at the comer ; 
but she sat down on a stone at the foot of the cross, 
and began to pray, and prayed till she fell asleep, 
with her poor little babe on her bosom. But she did 
not sleep long— for a bright light shone full in her 
face ; and when she opened her eyes, she saw a pale 
man, with a lantern, standing right before her. He 
was almost naked, and there was blood upon his 
hands and body, and great tears in his beautiM eyes, 
and his face was like the face of the Saviour on the 
cross. Not a single word did he say to the poor 
woman, but looked at her compassionately^ «xA^I^^ 
her a loaf of bread, and took t\ie U\J(\ft \wJ5ofc \xOcMk 
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arms and kissed it. Then the mother looked u] 
the great cruciiix, but there was no image the 
and she shrieked, and fell down as if she were di 
And there she was foimd with her child ; and a : 
days after they both died, and were buried toget 
in one grave. And nobody woidd have believed 
story if a woman, who lived at the comer, had 
^one to the window when she heard the scream, i 
seen the figure hang the lantern up in its place, i 
then set the ladder against the wall, and go up t 
nail itself to the cross. Since that night it has ne 
moved again. Ach ! Herr Je !** 

Such was the legend of the Christ of Andema 
as the old woman in spectacles told it to Flemmi 
It made a painful impression on his sick and mor 
soul ; and he felt now for the first time in fuU fo 
how great is the power of popular superstition. 

The post-chaise was now at the door, and Flemmi 
was soon on the road to Coblentz, a city which situ 
upon the Khine, at the mouth of the Mosel, oppos 
Ehrenbreitstein. It is by no means a long drive fo 
Andemach to Coblentz; and the only incidi 
which occurred to enliven the way was the appej 
ance of a fat, red-faced man on horseback, trotti 
slowly towards Andemach. As they met, the ra 
little postillion gave him a friendly cut with 1 
whip, and broke out into an exclamation whi 
showed he was from Munster : 

" Jesmariosp ! my friend ! how is the man in t 
custom-house ?" 

Now, to any candid mind this would seem ail 
question enough ; but not so thought the red-fiic 
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man on horseback — ^for he waxed exceedingly angry, 
and replied, as the chaise whirled by : 

** The devil take you, and yoxir Westphalian ham 
and pumpernickel !" 

Flemming called to his servant, and the servant to 
the postillion, for an explanation of this short dia- 
logue ; and the explanation was, that on the belfry 
of the Kaufhaus in Coblentz is a huge head, with a 
brazen helmet and a beard : and whenever the clock 
strikes, at each stroke of the hammer this giant's 
head opens its great jaws, and smites its teeth toge- 
ther, as if, like the brazen head of Friar Bacon, it 
would say: "Time was — time is— time is past." 
This figure is known through all the country round 
about as "The man in the custom-hou^e;*' and 
when a Mend in the country meets a friend from 
Coblentz, instead of saying " How are all the good 
people in Coblentz?" he says, "How is the man in 
the custom-house !" Thus the giant has a great 
part to play in the town : and thus ended the first 
day of Flemming's Rhine journey. And the only 
good deed he had done was to give an alms to a poor 
beggar woman, who lifted up her trembling hands 
and exclaimed, " Thou blessed babe \ *' 
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CHAPTER m. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Afteb all, a journey up the Rhine, in the 
and solitude of December, is not so unpleasi 
the reader may perhaps imagine. You hav> 
whole road and river to yourself. Nobody is o 
wing — ^hardly a single traveller. The ruins ax 
same ; and the river, and the outlines of the 1 
and there are few living figures in the landsca 
wake you from your musings, distract your thou 
and cover you with dust. 

Thus, likewise, thought our traveller, as he 
tinned his journey on the morrow. The d 
overcast, and the clouds threaten rain or snow, 
does he stop at the little village of Capellen ? 
cause, right above him on the high cliff, the glc 
ruin of Stolzenfels is looking at him with its h 
eyes, and beckoning to him with its gigantic fi 
as if to say, " Come up hither, and I will tell 
an old tale." Therefore he alights, and goes u 
narrow village lane, and up the stone steps, ai 
the steep pathway, and throws himself intc 
arms of that ancient ruin, and holds his breal 
hearse quick ibot8tep§ of the fB^Qin%«aow,1lk 
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footsteps of angels descending upon earth. And 
that ancient ruin speaks to him with its hollow 
voice, and says, — 

** Beware of dreams ! Beware of the illusions of 
fancy ! Beware of the solemn deceiyings of thy 
vast desires ! Beneath me flows the Rhine, and like 
the stream of time, it flows amid the ruins of the 
past. I see myself therein, and I know that I am 
old. Thou, too, shalt be old. Be wise in season, 
like the stream of thy life runs the stream beneath 
us. Down from the distant Alps, — out into the 
wide world, it bursts ' away, like a youth from the 
house of his fiEtthers. Broad-breasted and strong, 
and with earnest endeavours, like manhood, it makes 
itself a way through these difficult moimtain passes. 
And at length, in its old age, it stops, and its 
st^Mi are weary and slow, and it sinks into the sand, 
and, through its grave, passes into the great ocean, 
which is its eternity. Thus shall it be with thee. 

** In ancient times there dwelt within these halls 
a follower of Jesus of Jerusalem, — an archbishop in 
the church of Christ, fie gave himself up to dreams 
— ^to the illusions of ftancy — ^to the vast desires of 
the human "soul. He sought after the impossible. 
He sought after the Elixir 6i Life, — ^the Philosopher's 
Stone. The wealth that should have fed the poor 
was melted in his crucibles. Within these walls the 
Eagle of the clouds sucked the blood of the Red 
lion, and received the spiritual love of the Green 
Dragon, but alas ! was childless. In. ^eAitM^^e^ <«x^^ 
utter silence did the disciple oi thfe TELens^fc^^ ^s?^" 
loaophy toil from day to day, itotH lAj^gtiVXiCi xsvs^^^« 
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From the place where thou standest he gassed at 
evening upon hills and vales, and waten spread be- 
neath him ; and saw how the setting sun had 
changed them all to gold, by an alchemy more cun- 
ning than his own. He saw the world beneath his 
feet ; and said in his heart that he alone was wise. 
Alas ! he read more willingly in the book of Par- 
cellus, than in the book of Nature ; and, believing 
that ' where reason hath experience, faith hath no 
mind,* would fain have made unto himself a child, 
not as nature teaches us, but as the philosopher 
taught, — a poor homunculus, in a glass bottle. And 
he died poor and childless." 

Whether it were worth while to climb the Stol- 
zenfels to hear such a homily as this, som^ persons 
may perhaps doubt. But Paul Flemming doubted 
not. He laid the lesson to heart; and it would 
have saved him many an hour of sorrow if he had 
learned that lesson better, and rememb^ed it longer. 

In ancient times, there stood is the citadel of 
Athens three statues of Minerva. The first was of 
olive wood, and according to popular tradition, had 
fallen from heaven. The second was of bronze, 
commemorating the victory of Marathon ; and the 
third of gold and ivory, — a great miracle of ajrt in 
the age of Pericles. And thus in the citadel of 
Time stands man himself. In childhood, shaped of 
soft and delicate wood, just fallen from heaven ; in 
manhood, a statue of bronze, commemorating 
struggle and victory ; and lastly, in the maturity of 
age, perfectly shaped in gold and ivory, — a miracle 
a/'art/ 
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Flemming had already lived through the olive 
age. He -was passing into the age of bronze, into 
his early manhood ; and in his hands the flowers of 
Paradise were changing to the sword and shield. 

And this reminds me, that I have not yet de- 
scribed my hero. I will do it now, as he stands 
looking down on the glorious landscape ; but in few 
wards. Both in person and character he resembled 
Harold, tiie Fair Hair of Norway, who is described, 
in the old Ic^andic Death*song of Regner Hair}- 
Breeches, as "the yoimg chief so proud of his flow- 
ing locks : he who spent his mornings among the 
young maidens — he who loved to converse with the 
handsome widows.*' This was an amiable weakness ; 
and it sometimes led him into mischief. Imagina- 
tion was the ruling power of his mind. His thoughts 
were twin-bom ; the thought itself, and its figurative 
semblance in the outer world. Thus, throu^ the 
quiet, still waters of his soul each image floated 
double, "swan and shadow.*' 

These traits of character, a good heart and a 
poetic imagination, made his life joyous and the 
. world beautiful ; till at leiigth death cut down the 
sweet, blue flower, that bloomed beside him, and 
woimded him with that sharp sickle, so that he 
bowed his head, and would fain have been bound 
up in the same sheaf with the sweet, blue flower. 
Then the world seemed to him less beautiful, and 
life became earnest. It would have been well if he 
could have forgotten the past *, thalli'fcTOLVsgRXT^X- v> 
mournfully have lived in it, "but im:^^^^^^^ ^?k^<3^^^ 
and improved the present. But li]tua \^ V^^sX "t^' 
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fused to do ; and, ever as he floated upon the great 
sea of life, he looked down through the transparent 
waters, checkered with sunshine and shade, into 
the vast chambers of the xoighty deep, in which his 
happier days had sunk, and wherein they were 
lying still visible, like golden sands, and precious 
stones and pearls ; and, half in despair, half in hope, 
he grasped downward after them again, and drew 
back his hand, filled only with seaweed, and dripping 
with briny tears ! And between him and those golden 
sands, a radiant image floated, like the spirit in 
Dante*s Paradise, singing, *< Ave-Maria !" and while 
it sang, down-rinking, and slowly vanishing away. 

The truth is, tbatin all things he acted more from 
impulse than from fixed principle, as is the case 
with most 3roTmgmen. Indeed, his principles hardly 
had time to take root ; for he pulled them all up, 
every now and then, as children do the flowers they 
have planted, — to see if they are growing. Yet there 
was much in him which was good ; for imdemeath 
the flowers and gre^i sward of poetry, and the good 
principles which would have taken root, had he 
given them time, there lay a strong and healthy soil 
of common sense, — freshened by living springs, and 
enriched by many faded hopes, that had fallen upon 
it like dead leaves. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE landlady's DAUGHTER. 

*<Allez Fuchs! allez lusting!" cried the im- 
patient postillion to his horses, in accents, which, 
like the wild echo of the Lnrley Felsen, came first 
from one side of the river, and then from the other, 
— that is to say, in words alternately French and 
German. The truth is, he was tired of waiting ; 
and when hemming had at length resumed his 
seat in the post-chaise, the poor horses had to make 
up the time lost in dreams on the mountain. This 
is £» oftener the case than most people imagine. 
One half of the world has to sweat and groan, that 
the other half may dream. It would hare been a 
difficult task for the traveller or his postillion to per- 
suade the horses that these dreams were all for their 
good. 

The next stopping-place was the little tavern of 
the star, an out-of-the-way comer in the town of 
Salzig. It stands on the banks of the Rhine ; and 
directly in front of it, sheer from the water's edge, 
rise the moimtains of Liebenstein and Stemenfels^ 
each with its rained castle. The^e «£^ ^^'^t^si^^sw* 
of the old tradition, still gazh\^«X ^%si\v c?Oaax "^^irfsje^ 
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to face; and beneath them in the valley stands a 
cloister, — ^meek emblem of that orphan child they 
both so passionately loved. 

In a small, flat-bottomed boat did the landlady's 
daughter row Flemming " over the Rhine stream, 
rapid and roaring wide." She was a beautiful girl 
of sixteen, with black hair, and dark, lovely eyes, 
and a face that had a story to tell. How (Ufferent 
faces are in this particular ! Some of them speak 
not. They are books in which not a line is written, 
save perhaps a date. Others are great family bibles, 
with all the Old and New Testament written in 
them. Others are Mother Goose and nursery tales ; 
others bad tragedies, or pickle-herring farces ; and 
others, like that of the landlady's daughter at the 
Star, sweet love anthologies, and songs of the 
affections. It was on that account that Flem- 
ming said to her, 06 they glided out into the swift 
stream : 

" My dear child ! do you know the story of the 
Liebenstein ? " 

"The story of the Liebenstein," she answered, 
" I got by heart when I was a little child." 

And here her large, dark, passionate eyes looked 
into Flemming' s, and he doubted not that she had 
learned the story fax too soon, and far too well. 
That story he longed to hear, as if it were unknown 
to him ; fbf he knew that the girl who had got it by 
heart when a child would tell it as it should be told. 
So he begged of her to repeat the story which she 
was but too glad to do ; for she loved and believed 
j^ as if it had all been written in the BVVAe. 'ftxxx 
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ire she began, she rested a moment on her oarK, 
taking the crucifix, which hung suspended from 
neck, kissed it, and then let it sink down into 
bosom, as if it were an anchor she was letting - 
rjL into her heart. Meanwhile her moist, dark 
} were turned to heav^i. Perhaps her soul was 
king with the souls of Cunizza, and Rahab, and 
ry Magdalen. Or perhaps she was thinking of 
; nun, of whom St. Gregory says, in his Dia- 
les, that, having greedQy eaten a lettuce in a 
len, without making a sign of the cross, she 
id herself soon after possessed with the devil, 
he probability, however, is, that she was looking 
to the ruined castles only, and not to heaven, for 
soon began her story, and told Flemming how, 
great, great many years ago, an old man lived 
he Liebenstein with his two sons ; and how both 
young men loved the Lady Geraldine, an orphan 
ler their father's care ; and how the elder brother 
It away into despair, and the younger was be- 
hed to the Lady Geraldine ; and how they were 
tiappy as Aschenputtel and the prince. And 
1 the holy Saint Bernard came and carried away 
the yoimg men to the war just as Napoleon did 
srwards ; and the young lord went to the Holy 
id, and the Lady Geraldine sat in her tower and 
)t, and waited for her lover's return, while the 
£Either built the Stemenfels for them to live in 
m they were married. And when it was finished, 
old man died ; and the elder brother came back 
I lived in the Liebenstein, axA \wJiK. <i«xfc ^cJ^ "^^ 
tie lady. Ere long there came Xiswii Sxocv'Qsve. 
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Holy Land, that the war was over ; and the heart 
of the geatle lady beat with joy, till she heard that 
her fjuthless lover was coming back with a QreA 
-virife, — ^the wicked man ! and then she went into a 
convent and became a holy nun. So the young 
Lord of Stemenfels came home, and lived in his 
castle in great splendour with the Greek woman, 
who was a wick^ woman and did what she ought 
not to do. But the elder brother was angry for the 
wrong done to the gentle lady, and challenged the 
Lord of Stemenfels to single "combat. And while 
they were, fighting with their great swords in the 
valley of Bomhofen, behind the castle, the convent 
beUs began to ring, and the Lady Geraldine came 
forth with a train of nuns all dressed in white, and 
made the brothers friends again, and told them she 
was the bride of Heaven, and happier in her convent 
than she could have been in the Liebenstein or the 
Stemenfels. And when the brothers returned they 
foimd that the false Greek wife had gone away 
with another knight. So they lived together in 
peace, and were never married. And when they 
died—" 

**Lisbeth! Lisbeth!'* cried a sharp voice from 
the shore — **Lisbeth! where are you taking the 
gentleman }** 

This recalled the poor gurl to her senses : and she 
saw how fut they were ^oating down the stream. 
For in telling the story she had forgotten every 
thing else, and the siKnft current had swept them 
down to the tall walnut trees of Kamp. They 
landed in Gront ot^e Capucm 'Nloiia&Xx^ . Ai>id()«^ 
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led the way through the little village, and turning 
to the light, pointed up to the romantic, lonely 
valley which leads to the liebenstein, and even 
offsred to go up. But Flemming patted her cheek 
and shook his head. He went up the valley alone. 
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CHAPTER V. 

JEAN PAUL, THE ONLY-ONE. 

The man in the play, who wished for "some forty 
pounds of lovely beef, placed in a Mediterranean 
sea of brewis,** might have seen his ample desires 
almost realised at the table d'hote of the Rheinis- 
chen Hof, in Mayence, where Flemming dined that 
day. At the head of the table sat a gentleman, with 
a smooth, broad forehead, and large intelligent ^eyes. 
He was from Baireuth, in Franconia, and talked 
about poetry and Jean Paul, to a pale romantic-look- 
ing lady on his right. There was music all dinner- 
time, at the other end of the hall — a harp, a horn, 
and a voice ; so that a great part of the fat gentle- 
man' s'conversation with the pale lady was lost to 
Flemming, who sat opposite to her, and could look 
right into her large melancholy eyes. But what he 
heard so much interested him — ^indeed, the very 
name of the beloved Jean Paul would have been 
enough for this — that he ventured to join in the 
conversation, and asked the German if he had known 
the poet personally. 

"Yes; I knew him well," replied the stranger. 
*' I am a native of Baireuth, where he passed the 
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best years of his life. In my mind, the man and tli< 
author are closely united. I never read a page of 
his writing without hearing his voice, and seeing: 
his form before me. There he sits, with his majestic 
mountainous forehead, his mild blue eyes, and finely- 
cut nose and mouth ; his massive frame clad loosely 
and carelessly in an old green frock, from the pockets 
r>f which the comers of books project, and perhai)s 
the end of a loaf of bread, and the nose of a bottle : 
a straw hat, lined with green, lying near him; a 
huge walking-stick in his hand, and at his feet :i 
white poodle, with pink eyes, and a string round his 
neck. You would sooner have taken him fbr a 
master carpenter than for a poet. Is he a favourite 
author of yours }** 

Flemming answered in the affirmative. 
** But a foreigner must find it exceedingly difficult 
to understand him," said the gentleman. ** It is by 
no means an easy task for us Germans.** 

"I have always observed," replied Flemming, 
" that the true understanding and appreciation of a 
poet depend more upon individual than upon na- 
tional character. If there be a sympathy between 
the minds of writer and reader, the bounds and 
barriers of a foreign tongue are soon overleaped. If 
you once understand an author's character, the com- 
prehension of his writings becomes easy.** 

«* Very true,*' replied the German, *' and the cha- 
racter of mditer is too marked to be easily misun- - 
doEstood. Its prominent traits are tenderness and 
manliness — qualities, which are seldom fbimd united 
in so high a degree as in him. O^^ ^ \!a «^si:«»^ 
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over all he writes, are spread the sunbeams of a 
cheerful spirit — ^the light of inexhaiistible human 
love. Every sound of human joy and of human 
sorrow finds a deep resounding echo in his bosom. 
In every man, he loves his humanity only, not his 
superiority. The avowed object of all his literarj' 
labours was to raiJse up again the down-simken fiedth 
in God, virtue, and immortality ; and, in an egot- 
istical, revolutionary age, to warm ugain our human 
sympathies which have now grown cold. And not 
less boimdless is his love for nature — ^for this out- 
ward, beautiful world. He embraces it all in his 
arms." 

"Yes," answered Flemming, almost taking the 
words out of the stranger's mouth, " for in his mind 
all things become idealized. He seems to describe 
himself when he describes the hero of his Titan, as 
a child, rocking in a high wind upon the branches 
of a full-blossomed apple-tree, and, as its summit, 
blown abroad by the wind, now sunk him in deep 
green, and now tossed him aloft in deep blue and 
glancing simshine — ^in his imagination stood that 
tree gigantic ; it grew alone in the universe, as if it 
were the tree ^f eternal life ; its roots struck down 
into the abyss ; the white and red clouds hung as 
blossoms upon it ; the moon as fruit ; the little stars 
sparkled like dew, and Albano reposed in its mea- 
sureless summit ; and a storm swayed the summit 
out of day into night, and out of night into day." 

" Yet ibe spirit of love," interrupted the Franco- 
nian, "was not weakness, but strength. It wa 
imited in him with great manliness. The sword 
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his spirit had been forged and beaten by poverty. 
Its temper had been tried by a thirty years* war. 
It was not broken, not even blnnted; but rather 
strengthened and sharpened by the blows it gave 
and receiTed. And, possessing this noble spirit of 
humanity, endurance and self-denial, he made litera- 
ture his profession, as if he had been divinely com- 
missioned to write. He seems to have cared for 
nothing else, to hare thought of nothing else than 
living qtuetly and making books. He says that he 
felt it his duty, not to enjoy, nor to acquire, but ta 
write ; and boasted that he had made as many books 
as he had lived years ?" 

*' And what do the Germans consider the promi- 
nent characteristics of his genius ?*' 

** Host undoubtedly his wild imagination and his 
playfulness. He throws over all things a strange 
and magic colouring. You are startled at the bold- 
ness and beauty of his figures and illustrationa 
which are scattered everywhere with a reckless 
prodigality; multitudinous, like the blossoms of 
early summer, and as fragrant and oeautiful. With 
a thousand extravagancies are mingled ten thousand 
beauties of thought and expression, which kindle 
the reader's imagination, and lead it onward in a 
bold flight, through the glow of sunrise and sunset, 
and the dewy coldness and starlight of summer 
nights. He is difficult to understand, — ^intricate, 
strange, — drawing his illustrations &om every by- 
comer of science, art, and nature, — a comet among 
the bright stars of German literature, VTckSssv ^^xt 
read his works, it is as if you "wex^ A \tyCV KTv^ ^\^^se»- 

c 
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mountain, in meny company, to see the snn rise. 
At times you are env^oped in mist — the morning 
wind sweeps by ytm with a shout — ^youhear the &r- 
off muttering thunders. Wide beneath you spreads 
the landscape — field, meadow, town, and winding 
river. The ringing of distant ehureh bells, 09 the 
sound of solemn -village clock reaches you ; then 
arises the sweet and manifold fragrance of flowers — 
the birds begin to nng— 4he Tapowrs roll away — ^up 
comes the glorious sun — ^you re?el like the laik in 
the sunshine and Inight blue heayeo, and all is a 
delirious dream of soul and sense — when suddenly 
a friend at your elbow laughs aloud, and offsrs you 
a pieoe of Bologna sainsage. As in real life, so in 
his writings — ^the serious and the comic, the sublime 
and the grotesque, the pathetic md the ludicrous, 
are mingled .together. At times he is sententious, 
energetic, simple ; then again, obscure and difluse. 
His thoughts are like mummies embalmed in spices, 
and wrapped about with curious enTelopments : but 
within these the thoughts themselres are kings. At 
timas glad, beautiful images, airy forms, moTe by 
you, graceful, harmonious; — at times, the glaring, 
wiM^looking fancies, qhained together by hyphens, 
brackets, and dashes, braye and base, high and 
low, all in their motley dresses, go sweeping 
down the dusty page, like the galley-slaTes that 
*(weep the streets of Rome, where you. may chance 
to see the nobleman and the peasant manacled to- 
gether." 

Hemming smiled at the German's warmth, to 
jvIucJi the presence of the lady, and the Lauben- 
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heiaket ^vnne, seemed each to have contributed . 
something, and then said — 

"Better an oathi^, than not free ! These are his 
own words. And thus he changes at Ms will. Like 
the Qod Thor, of the old Northern mythology, 
he now holds fbrth &e seven bright stars in the 
bright heaTm abore us, and now hides himself in 
doudsy and pounds away with his great hammer." 

'* And yet this is sot affectation in him," rejoined 
the Germain. ** It is his nature; it is Jean Paul. 
And the flgores and ornaments of his style, wild, 
fiuitastic, and oA-thnes startling, like those in Gothic 
cathedrals, are n^ merely what they seem, but mas- 
sive ooignes and buttresses which support the fiabric. 
Bemofe them, and the roof and walls fall in. And 
through these gurgoyles, these wild faces, carved 
upon spouts and gutters, flow out, like gathered 
rain, the bright, abundant thoughts that have fallen 
froia heaven." 

"And all he does is done with a kind of serious 
playfulness. He is a sea-monster, disporting him- 
self on the broad ocean ; his very sport is earnest ; 
there is something majestic and serious about it. 
In every tlung there is strength, a rough good- 
natur6,--4dl sunshine overhead, and underneath the 
heavy moaning of the sea. Well may he be called 
♦ Jean Paul, the Only-One.' " 

Wil^ su(^ discourse the hour of dinner passed ; 
and after dinner Flemming went to the cathedral. 
They were singing vespers. A beadle dressed ix\. 
blue, with a cocked hat and a cnm&on. «qj^ «sA ^<^- 
hw, was stmttmg like a turkey a\oTi% ^"^ ^-i^««». 
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This important gentleman conducted Flemming 
through the church, and showed him the choir with 
its heavy sculptured stalls of oak, and the beautiful 
figures in brown stone, over the bishops' tombs. 
He then led him, by a side door, into the old and 
ruined cloisters of St. Willigis. Through the low 
Gothic arches the simshine streamed upon the pave- 
ment of tombstones, whose images and inscriptions 
are mostly e£&ced by the footsteps of many genera- 
tions. There stands the tomb of Frauenlob, the 
Minnesinger. His face is sculptured on an entabla- 
ture in the wall; a fine, strongly-marked, and 
serious countenance. Below it is a bas-relief re- 
presenting the poet's funeral. He is carried to his 
grave by ladies, whose praise he sang, and thereby 
won the name of Frauenlob. 

"This, then," said Flemming, **iB the grave, not 
of Praise-God Barebones, but of Praise-the-Ladies 
Meissen, who wrote songs * somewhat of lust, and 
somewhat of love.' But where sleeps the dust of 
his rival and foe, sweet Master Bartholomew 
Rainbow?" 

He meant this for an aside ; but the turkey-cock 
picked it up and answered : 

** t, do not know. He did not belong to this 
parish." 

It was already night when Flemming crossed the 
Homan bridge over the Nahe, and entated the to^-n 
of Bingen. He stopped at the White Horse ; and, 
before going to bed, looked out into the dim star- 
light from his window towards the Rhine, and his 
Aeojt leaped up to behold the boVd OAxtAMift o€ the 
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neighbouring hiUfl eretted with Gothic mins ; — whidi 
in ^e morning proved to be only a high, slated roof, 
with fmtastio chinmeTS. 

The morning was bright and frosty, and the river 
tinged with gay colours from the rising sun. A soft, 
thin vapour floated in the air. In the simbeams 
flashed the hoar frost, like silver stars ; and through 
a long avenue of trees, whose dripping branched 
bent and scattered pearls before him, Paul Flem- 
mmg journeyed on in triimiph. 

I will not prolong this journey, for I am weary 
and way/- worn, and would fSun be at Heidelberg with 
my readers, and my hero. It was already night 
when he reached the Manheim gate, and drove down 
the long Hauptstrasse so slowly, that it seemed to 
him endless. The shops were lighted on each side 
of the streety and he saw feuses at the windows here 
and there, and figures passing in the lampHght, 
visible flxr a moment and then swallowed up in the 
darkness. The thoughts that fiUed his mind were 
strange : as are always the thoughts of a trav^er 
who enters for the first time a strange city. This 
little world had been going on for centuries before 
he came, and would go on for centuries after he was 
gone. Of all the thousands who inhabited it, he 
knew nothing ; and what knew they, or thought, of 
the stranger, who in that close post-chaise, weary 
with travel, and chilled by the evening wind* was 
slowly rumbling over the paved street ! Truly, this 
world can go on without us, if we would but think 
so. If it had been a hearse instead oi ^ ^gK^\«-^Sck3KAi&> 
it would bare been all the aame V> ^^ ^ecp^^ 5^*^ 
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Heidelberg,-— though hj no meaiw the flame to Paul 
Flemming. 

But at the further end of the aty, near the Caatle 
and the Carla-Thor* one warm heart waa waiting to 
receive him; and thia was the Oennan heart of hia 
friend* the Baron of Hohenfela, with whom he waa 
to paaa the winter in Heidelberg, No sooner had the 
carriage atopped at the iron-grated gate, and the 
poatiUioa blown his horn to announce the arriral of 
a traveller, than the baron waa seen among the aer- 
vantsatthedoor; and in a few moments afterwards, 
the two long-4ibaent friends were in each other a 
arms, and Flemming received a kiss upon each 
cheek, and another on the mouth, aa the pledge and 
seal of the Gennan'a friendship. They held each 
other long by the haad« and looked into each other'a 
tkces, and saw themselTes in each other's eyes, 
both literally and figuratively: literally, inaa- 
much as the images were there ; and figuratively, 
inasmuch as each was imagining what the other 
thought of him, after the lapse of some years. In 
friendly hopes and questionings and answers, the 
evening glided away at the supper-table, where numy 
more things were discussed than the roasted hare and- 
the Johannisberger ; and they sat late into the night 
conversing of the thoughts and feelings and delighta 
which fill the hearts of young men, who have al- 
ready enjoyed, and auffsred, and hoped, and been 
disappointed. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HSIDBIBS&O AND THB BABON. 

fim had how on the fbiehMd of the Xettenbuhl 
•tSBidB thv castle of Heidelberg. Behind it rite the 
oak-eMated MUs of the OeiMbetg and the Kaiser- 
stnhl; and in front, ftom tiie broad tenaee of 
Hiaaoiirjt jou oaa ahnost throw a atone upoii the xooft 
of tiie elty, ao doae do they Be beneath. Above 
this tenraee riaes the broad ftont of the ehapel of 
SainilUdahrioh. On theleftatanda the slender octagon 
toww •f Uie horologe, and, on the right, a huge round 
tower, battered and shattered by the aiaoe of war, 
ahores up with italmMtdshouldera the beautiful palace 
attd garden-terrace of Elixabeth, wif^ of thePftlagraf 
Frederiok. In the rear are older palaoea and towara, 
forming a vast, irregular quadrangle; Rodolph'a 
ancient oaitle, with its Gothic gloriette and fiuitaBtic 
gahlea ; the (HanVa Tower, guarding the drawbridge 
over the moat ; the Rent Tower, with tiie linden treea 
growing on ita aummit, and the magnificent Rittersaal 
of Otho Henry Count Palatine of the Rhine andgrand 
aeneaohal <tf the Holy Roman Empire. From the 
gaida&a behind the caatle, you i^UM ^o^nddst ^(ias&vi^* 
war of the Oiant's Tower, into Hiwb "pwaX t««sX- 
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yard. The diverse architecture of diffsrent ages 
strikes the eye ; and curious sculpttHres. In niches 
in the wall of Saint Udalrich's chapel stand rows of 
knights in armour, all broken and dismembered; 
and on the front of Otho's Rittersaal, the heroes of 
Jewish history and classic fiible. You enter the 
open and desolate chambers of the ruin, and on 
every side are medallions and family . arms ; the 
Olobe of the Empire and the Golden Fleece, or the 
Eagle of the Ciesan, resting on the escutcheons of 
Bavaria, and the Palatinate. Over the winddprs 
and door- ways and chimney-piecesi are sculptures 
andmouldings of exquisite workmanship ; and^eye 
is bewildered by the profusion of caryatides, and ara- 
besques, and rosettes, and fim-like flutings, and gar- 
lands of fruits, and flowers, and acorns, and bullocks* 
heads, with draperies of foliage, and muzzles of 
lions, holding rings in their teeth. The cunning 
hand of art was busy for six centuries, in raising 
and adorning these walls ; the mailed hands of time 
and war have deb^ced and overthrown them in leas 
than two. Next to the Alhambra of Qranada, the 
Castle of Heidelberg is the most magnificent ruin of 
the middle ages. 

In the valley below flows the rushing stream of 
the Necker. Close from its margin, on the opposite 
side, rises the mountain of All Saints, crowned with 
the ruins of a convent ; and up the valley stretches 
the mountain-curtain of the Odenwald. So close 
and many are the hills, which eastward shut the 
valley in, that the river seems a lake. But westward 
/if opens upon the broad plain of the 'Rbiae,'^^ \3ca 
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mouth of a tmmpot ; and like tlie blast of a trumpet 
is at times the wintry wind through this narrow 
mountain pass. The blue Alsatian hills rise beyond ; 
andy <m a platform or strip of level land, between 
the Neckar and the mountains, right under t]^ , 
castle^ stands the city of Heidelberg; as the old 
song says, **a pleasant city, when it has done 
raining." 

Something of this did Paul Flemming behold, 
when he rose the next morning and looked from his 
window. It was a warm, vi^ury morning, and a 
straggle was going on between the mist and the 
riaiBg fcim. The sun had taken the hill-tops, but 
the mist still kept possession of the valley and the 
town. The steeple of the great church rose through 
a dense mass of snow-white clouds ; and eastward, 
on the hills, the dim vapours were rolling across the 
windows of the ruined castle, like the £ery smoke 
of a great conflagration. It seemed to him an image 
of the rising of tiie sun of truth on a benighted 
world; its light streamed through the ruins of 
centuries ; and, down in the valley of time, the cross 
on the Christian chiirch caught its rays, though the 
priests were singing in mist and darkness below. 

In the warm breakfast-parlour he found the baron, 
waiting for him. He was lying upon a so&v in 
raoming gown and purple velvet slippers, both with 
flowers upon them. He had a guitar in his hand, 
and a pipe in his mouth, at the same time smoking, 
playing, and humming his &vourite song from 
Qoetffe— 

" The water rushed, the w«ta!t v«%^«^ 
A faher sat ttiereby.** 
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Hemming could hardly tvfrain h&n Unigbing at 
the sight of his friend ; and told him it reminded 
him of a street-mnsiciBB he once soir in Aix*la- 
Chapelle, who was flaying npon six instromiBntB at 
;» once ; haying a hdmet with bells on his head, a 
Pan's reed in his craTat, a fiddle in his h§nd, a 
triangle on his knee, cymbals on his heels, and on 
his back a bass drum, which he played wiUi his 
dbows. To tell the truth, the Baron of HohenfeLs 
was rather a miscdUaneous youth, rather an mureraal 
genius. He pursued all things with eagerness, but 
for a short time only; music, poetry, painting, 
pleasure, eren the study of the Pandects. His 
fe^ings were keenly alire to the enjoyment of life. 
His great defect was, that he was too much in lore 
with human nature. But by the power of imagfaui* 
tion, in him, the bearded goat was changed to a 
bri^t Oapricomus : — ^no longer im animal on eaitil, 
but a constellation in hearen. An easy and indolent 
disposition made ham gentle and child-like in Ms 
manners ; and, in short, the beauty of his character, 
like that of the precious opal, was owing to addfeet 
in its organisation. His person was tall and slightly 
built; his hair light, and his eyes blue, and as 
beautiful as those of a girl. In the tones of his 
Toiee there was something indescribably gentle and 
winning; and he spoke the German language with 
the soft, musical accent of his natire prorince of 
Curland. In his mannem, if he had not " iptinons' 
easy sway," he had at least an easy swayoinis own. 
Such, in few words, was the bosom friend of Flem'> 
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"And what do yea think of Heid^berg aadthe 
old cmHb up theref*' said he, as they seated them- 
teltaa at the Ixeakfast-table. 

''Laat night the town aeemed verf long to me/' 
repSiod Flomming ; *' and aa to the caatle, I hare as 
yet had but a glimpse of it thxoogh the mist. They 
ton ma thoEe is nothing finer in its way, excepting 
th0 Alhamhm of Oranada ; and no donht I shall 
fiad it ao» only I wish the atone were grey, and not 
rid- Biit» red or grey, I fiireaee tiuKt I shall waste 
mamy a limg hour in its desolate halls. Pray, does 
anybody Uts up there now-a-daya ^ 

**Kobody,^ answered the haron, **biit the aun 
iHu> ahowa tiie Hddelberg Ton, and Moasievr 
CkBka de Grainberg, a Frenchman, who haa been 
Ihflsre aketfthing e^er since the year 1810. He has, 
aaoreovelr, written a super-magnificent deacription of 
the ruin, in ii^uch he says, that during the day only 
hiids of prey disturb it with their pierdng eriea, and 
at sight aereeelbowls, and other fidlow deer. These 
are hia own words. You must buy his book and 
hia aketches." 

'* Yes, the quotation and the tone of your Toioe 
win eertainly persuade me so to do.'* 

** Take his, or none, my firiend, for you will find 
no others. And aeriously, his sketches are vary 
good. There ia one on the wall there, which is 
beantiful, aaye and except that straddle-bug figure 
among the boshes in the comer." 

**Bui there is no ghost, no haunted chamber isL 
the old caatleF' asked Flflimmmg, a&n «mi»bs% ^ 
hagtjr glance at the pietnia. 
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'* Oh ; certainly/' replied the baron ; ** there are 
two. There is ^e ghost of the Virgin Mary in 
Ruprecht's tower, and the Devil in the Dungeon." 

^* Ah ! that is grand," exclaimed Flemming, with 
evident delight. Tell me the whole story quickly. 
I am as curious as a child." 

" It is a tale of the times of Louis the Debon- 
naire," said the baron, with a smile; '*a mouldy 
tradition of a credulous age. His brother Frederick 
lived here in the castle with him, and had aHirtatkm 
with Leonore von Luzelstein, a lady of the court, 
whom he afterwards despised, and was consequently 
most cordially hated by her. From political motives 
he was equally hateM to certain petty German 
tyrants, who, in order to effect his ruin, accused him 
of heresy. But his brother Louis would not deliver 
him up to their fury, and they resolved to eflfect by 
stratagem what they could not by intrigue. Accord* 
ingly, Leonore von Luzelstein, disguised as Htkt 
Virgin Mary, and the father confessor of the Bledor, 
in the costume of Satan, made their appearance in 
the Elector's bedchamber at midnight, and Mgfatened 
him so horribly, that he consented to deliver up his 
brother into the hands of the two black knights, 
who pretended to be ambassadors from Vehm 
Oericht. They proceeded together to Frederick's 
chamber, where luckily old Gimmingen, a brave 
•oldier, kept guard behind the arras. The monk 
went fbremost in his Satanic garb ; but no sooner 
had he set foot in the prince's bedohamber than the 
brave Gemmingen drew his sword, and said quaintly, 
*J>Je, wretch r-—and so he died. The rest took to 
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their heels» and were heard of no more. And now' 
the souIb of Leonore and the monk hatmt the scene 
of their midnight crime. You will find the storj 
in Orainberg's book, worked up with a kind of red 
morocco and burnt cork sublimity, and great melo- 
dramatic clanking of chains^ and hooting of owls 
and other fallow deer." 

'* After breakfast," said Flemming, ** we will go 
up to the castle. I must get acquainted with this 
mirror of owls, this modem Till Eulenspiegel, See 
what a glorious morning we have. It is truly a 
wonderous winter. What summer sunshine S — ^what 
soft Venetian fogs. How the wanton treacherous 
air coquets with the old greybeard trees. Such 
weather makes the grass and our beards grow apace. 
But we have an old saying in English, that winter 
never rots in the sky. So he will come down at 
last in his old-fSashioned mealy coat. We shall hare 
snow in spring, and the blossoms will be all snow- 
flakes ; and afterwards a summer, which will be no 
summer, but, as Jean Paul ^says, only a winter 
painted green. Is it not so r" 

"Unless I am much deceived in the climate of 
Heidelberg," replied the baron, " we shall not have 
to wait long for snow. We have sudden changes 
here, and I should not marvel much if it snowed 
before night" 

** The greater reason for making good use of the 
momiog sunshine then. Let us hasten to the castle, 
after which my heart yearns.'* 
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LtTES OF 8CH0LAB8. 

TnfoTObodings of the baron proved tree. In the 
afternoon the weadier changed, llie irestern wind 
began to blow, and its breath drew a ckntd Teil over 
the fiEu;e of heayen, as a breath does oyer the humjoi 
fiice in a mirror. Soon the snow began to fidl. 
Athwart the distant landscape it swept like a white 
mist. The storm- wind came from the Alsatian hills, 
and strndL the dense clouds aslant through the air, 
and ever fiuter fell the 8m>w, a roaring torrent from 
those mountainous clouds. The setting sun glared 
wildly from the summit of the hills, and sank like a 
burning ship at sea, wrecked in the tempest. Thus 
the evening set in; and winter stood at the gate 
wagging his white and shaggy beard like an old 
harper chanting an old rhyme — *'How cold it is ! 
how cold it is !" 

"I like such a storm as this," saidFlemming, who 
stood at the window, looking out into the tempest 
and the gathering darkness. '< The silent falling of 
snow is to me one of the most solemn things in 
nature. The fall of autumnal leaves does not so 
much affect me; — but the driving Bloxin \& %;raxLd. 



It Btartk»Hie--4t awakens me. It iawildandwoliil, 
like my own aoul. I canziot kelp thinking of the 
Bca. How the warea rnak and tosa their anna about, 
and the wind playa on those gpreat harps made by 
the riironda and masts of ships. Winter is here in 
earnest. Whew \ how the old churl whistlea and 
threshes the snow. Sleet and rain are fslling too. 
Already the trees are bearded with icicles ; and the 
two bcoad branches of yonder pine look like the 
white moustache of some old German baron." 

*' And to-monow it will look more wintry still," 
said his friend. ''We shall wake up, and find that 
the frost-spirit has been at work aU night building 
Gh)thie cathedrals on our windows, just as the devil 
built the cathedral, of Cologne. So draw the cur- 
taiap^ and come sit here by the warm fiure." 

'* And now," said Flemming, haying done as his 
friend desired, "tell me something of Heidelberg 
and its university. I suppose we shall lead about as 
solitary and studious a life here as we did of yore in 
Httle Gottingen, with nothing to amuse us save oiir 
own day-dreams." 

. ^ Pretty much so," replied the baron ; '* which 
cannot faU to please you, smce you are in pursuit of 
tranquillity. As to the university, it is, as you know, 
one of tiie oldest in Germany. It was founded in the 
fourteenth century, by the Count Palatine Kuprecht, 
and had in the first year more than five hundred 
students, all busily committing to memory, after the 
<dd sdiolastic wise, the rules of grammar versified 
by Alexander de Villa Dei, and the extTS«it& \&»j^ 
by Peter the Spaniard from Mk^HfiV '^^^'^^ ^"^^fivckv- 
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8UI of Aristotle's Organon, and the categories, with 
Porphory's Commentaries. Truly, I do not much 
wonder that Eregina Scotus should have been put to 
death by his scholars with their penkniyes. They 
must have been pushed to the very verge of despair.*' 
'* What a strange picture an university presents to 
the imagination. The lives of scholars in their 
cloistered stillness ; — literary men of retired habits, 
and professors who study sixteen hours a day, and 
never see the world btlt on a Sunday. Nature has, 
no doubt, for some wise purpose, placed in their 
hearts this love of literary labotur and seclusion. 
Otherwise, who would feed the imdying lamp of 
thought? But for such men as these, a blast of 
wind through the chinks and crannies of this old 
world, or the flapping of a conqueror's banner, 
would blow it out for ever. The light of the soul i» 
easily extinguished. And whenever I reflect upon 
these things I become aware of the great importance, 
in a nation's history, of the individual fjEone of scho- 
lars and literary men. I fear that it is far greater 
than the world is willing to acknowledge ; or, per- 
haps I should say, than the world has thought of 
acknowledging. Blot out from England's history 
the names of Chaucer, Shakspere, Spenser, and Mil- 
ton only, and how much of her glory would you blot 
out with them! Take from Italy such names as 
Dante, Petrarch, Boccaccio, Michael Angelo, and 
Raphael, and how much would still be wanting to 
the completeness of her glory! How would the 
history of Spain look if the leaves were torn out, on 
which are written the named of Cervatvles, Iiope de 
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Vegs, and Caldenm? Wliat would be the fame of 
Portugal, without her Camoens ; of France, without 
her Badne, and Rabelais, and Voltaire; orQermany, 
without her Martin Luther, her Ooethe, and Schiller ? 
Nay» what were the nations of old, without their 
philosophers, poets, and historians? Tell me, do 
not these men, in all ages and in all places, ^nblason 
with bright colours the armorial bearings of their 
country ? Yes, and far more than this ; for in all 
ages and in all places they give humanity assurance 
of its greatness ; and say : call not this time or peo- 
ple wholly barbarous, for thus much, even then and 
there, could the human mind achieve! But the 
boisterous world has hardly thought of acknow- 
ledging all this* Therein it has shown itself some- 
- what ungrateftil. Else, whence the great reproach, 
the general scorn, the loud derision, with which, to 
take a familiar example, .the monks of the middle 
ages are regarded ? That they slept their lives away 
is most untrue. For in an age when books were 
few — BO few, so precious, that they were often 
chained to their oaken shelYes with iron chains, like 
galley-slayes to their benches, these men, with their 
laborious hands copied upon parchment all the lore 
and wisdom of the past, and transmitted it to us. 
Perhaps it is too much to say, that, but for these 
monks, not one of the classics would have reached 
ovx day. Surely, then, we can pardon somethiiig to 
those superstitious ages, perhaps even the mysticism 
of ihe scholastic philosophy, since, after all, we can 
find no harm in it, only the mistaking of the possible 
for the real, and the high aapVxSi^gk oil ^<& \cQsskKs^ 
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mind after a long-sought and unknown somewliat. 
I think the name of Martin Luther, the monk of 
Wittemberg, alone sufficient to redeem all monk* 
hood from the reproach of laziness. If this will not, 
perhaps the vast folios of Thomas Aquinas will ; or 
the coimtless manuscripts, still treasured in old 
libraries, whose yellow and wrinkled pages remind 
one of the hands that wrote them, and the £Eices that 
once bent over them.*' 

** An eloquent homily," said the baron, laughing, 
" a most touching appeal in behalf of sufifering 
htunanity! For my part, I am no friend of this 
entire seclusion from the world. It has a very in- 
jurious effect on the mind of a scholar. The CluAese 
proverb is true ; a single conversation across the 
table with a wise man, is better than ten years' mere 
study of books. I have known some of these literary 
men, who thus shut themselves up from the world. 
Their minds never come in contact ^ith those of 
their fellow men. They read little, they think much. 
They are mere dreamers. They know not what is 
new or what is old. They often strike upon trains 
of thought, which stand written in good authors 
some century or so back, and are even current in the 
mouths of men around them. But they know it 
not ; and imagine they are bringing forward some- 
thing very original, when they publish their 
thoughts." 

"It reminds me," replied Hemming, '*of what 
Dr. Johnson said of Goldsmith, when he proposed 
to travel abroad in order to bring home improve- 
ments : — * He will bring home a wheelbarrow, and 
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caU tSiat an improyement.' It is unfortunately the 
same with some of these scholars." 

** And tiie worst of it is," said the baron, " that 
in solitude some fixed idea will often take root in 
the mind, and grow till it oyershadows all one's 
thoughts. To this must all opinions come; no 
thought can enter there, which shall not be wedded 
to the fixed idea. There it remains and grows. It 
is like the watchman's wife, in the tower of Waib- 
lingen, who grew to such a size, that she could not 
get down the narrow staircase; and when her 
husband died, his successor was forced to marry the 
fat widow in the tower." 

'* I remember an old English comedy/' said Flem- 
ming, laughing, « in which a scholar is described as 
a creature that can strike fire in the morning at hit 
tinder-box, — ^put on a pair of liued slippers, — sit 
ruminating till dinner, and then go to his meat when 
the bell rings ; — one that hath a peculiar gift in a 
cough, and a license to spit; — or, if you will have 
him defined by negatives, he is one that cannot 
make a good leg ; — one that cannot eat a mess of 
broth cleanly. What think you of that ?" 

*' That it is jiist as people are always represented 
in English comedy," said the baron. ** The portrait 
is orercharged-'-caricatured." 

** And yet," continued Flemming, ** no longer ago 
than yesterday, in the preface of a work by Dr. 
Rosenkranz, Professor of Philosophy in fhe Vm- 
▼ersity of Halle, I read this passage," 

<* Here in Halle, where we have no public ^gbx^T^2^^ 
and no Tiroli, no London 'EtX.Ockaam;^^ \i^ ^vcm^ 

T>1 
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Chamber of Deputies, no Berlin nor Vienna The- 
atres, no Strasburg Minster, nor Salzburg Alps ; no 
Grecian ruins nor fimtastic Catholicism; in fine, 
nothing which, after one's daily task is finished, can 
divert and refresh him, without his knowing or 
oaring how — I consider the sight of a proof-sheet 
quite as delightful as a walk in the Prater of Vienna. 
I fill my pipe Ycry quietly, take out my inkstand 
and pens, seat myself in the comer of my sofa, read, 
correct, and now for the first time really set about 
thinking what I have written. To see this origin of 
a book, this metamorphosis of manuscript into print, 
is a delight to which I give myself up entirely. 
Look you, this melancholy pleasure, which would 
hare furnished the departed Voss with worthy 
matter Ibr more than one blessed Idyl — (the more 
so, as on such occasions I am generally arrayed in a 
morning gown, though I am sorry to say, not a 
calamanco one, with great flowers) — ^this melancholy 
pleasure has already grown here in Halle to a sweet, 
pedantic habit. Since I beg^ my hermit's life here, 
' I haTt been printing ; and so long as I remain here, 
I shall keep on printing. In all probability I >shall 
die with a proof-sheet in my hand." 

" This," said Flemming, closing the book, ** is no 
caricature by a writer' of comedy ; but a portrait by 
a man's own hand. We can see by it how easily, 
under certain circumstances, one may glide into 
habits of seclusion, and in a kind of undress, slip- 
shod hardihood, with a pix>e and a proof-sheet, defy 
the world. Into this state scholars have too often 
^Uen; thua giving some ground for the prevalent 
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opinion tiiat soholarthip and nuticity ate inaepara- - 
ble. To me, I confess, it is painful to see the scholar 
and the world assume so ofben a hostile attitude, and 
set each other at defiance. Surely, it is a character- 
istic trait of a great and liberal mind, that it recog- 
nises humanity in all its forms and conditions. I 
am a student ; and always, when I sit alone at night, 
I recognise the divinity of the student, as she reveals 
herself to me in the smoke of the midnight lamp. 
But because solitude and books are not unpleasant 
to me, — nay, wfshed-for, — sought after, — shall I say 
to my brother, Thou fool ! Shall I take the world 
by the beard and say. Thou art old, and mad ! Shall 
I look society in the face and say, Thou art heart- 
less? — ^Heartless! Beware of that word! life, 
says very wisely the good Jean Paul, life in every 
shape should be precious to us, for the same reason 
that the Turks carefully collect every scrap of paper 
that comes in their way, becaiise the name of Qod 
may be written upon it. Nothing is more true than 
this, yet nothing more neglected." 

*' If it be pdnfiil to see this misunderstanding be- 
tween scholars and the world," said the baron, ** I 
think it Is still more painf^ to see the private suf- 
ferings of authors by profession. How many have 
languished in poverty, how many died broken- 
hearted, how many gone mad with over-excitement, 
and disappointed hopes ? How instructive and pain- 
fiiUy interesting are their lives ? with so many weak- 
nesses, — so much to pardon, — so much to pity, — so 
much to admire ! I think lie ^«a iv^\ v^Iwl cs<^^ 
the W9X, 11*0 «aid, that next to \Jafe!^«^%%Xfc^'^«B^^s*> 
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the Biography of Anthon is the most siiekening 
chapter in the history of man." 

^ It is indeed enough to make one's heart ache !" 
interrupted Flemming. "Only think of Johnson 
and Savage rambling about the streets of LoBdon at 
midnight, without a place to sleep in ; Otway starred 
to death; Cowley mad, and howling like a dog» 
through the aisles of Chichester Cathedral, at the 
sound of church music ; and Goldsmith, strutting 
up Fleet-street in his peach-blossom coat, to kno<^ 
a bookseller over the pate with one of his own 
volumes ; and then, in his poverty about to marry 
his landlady in Green Arbour-court." 

" A life of sorrow and privation, a hard life, indeed, 
do tiiese poor devil authors have of it," replied the 
baron; "and then at last must get them to the woriL- 
house, or creep away into some hospital to die.** 

" After all,** said Fleqmiing, with a sigh, "poverty 
is not a vice." 

" But something worse," interrupted the baron; 
*' as Dufresny said, when he married his -laundress, 
because he could not pay her bill. He was the au- 
thor, as you know, of the opera of Lot ; at whose 
representation the great pun was made — ^I say the 
great pun, as we say the great tun of Heid^berg. 
As one of the per fo r m ers was singing the line *V amour 
a vaincu Loth,* (vinfft culottes,) a voice from the pit 
cried out, * Qu* il en donne une a Fattteur /" 

Flemming laughed at the imseasonable jest ; and 
then, after a short pause, continued : 

"And yet, if you look closely at the causes of 
iAd»e calamities of authors, you will {^mSl, KhaX t&ui'^ 
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of ihem spring from fkUe and exaggerated ideas of 
poetry and the poetic character ; and from disdain of 
common sense, upon which all character worth having 
is founded. This comes frt>m keeping aloof from the 
world, apart from our fdlow men ; disdainful of so- 
cietj as frivolous. By too much sitting still the body 
becomes unheslthy; and socm the mind. This is 
nature's law. She will never see her children 
wronged. If the mind, which rules the body, ever 
forgets itaelf so fiar as to trample upon its slave, the 
slave is never generous enough to forgive the ii^ury ; 
but will rise and smite its oppressor. Thus has 
many a monarch mind been dethroned," 

"After all," said the baron, **we must pardon 
much . to men of genius. A delicate organization 
renders them keenly susceptible to pain and pleasure. 
And then they idealise every thing; and, in the 
moonlight of fsmcy, even the deformity of vice seems 
. beautiful," 

** And this you think should be forgiven ?" 

"At all events it is forgiven. The world loves a 
spice of wickedness. Talk as you will about principle, 
impulse is more attractive, even when it goes too far. 
The ^passions of youth, like unhooded hawks, fly 
high, with muncal bells upon their jesses ; and we 
forget the cruelty of the sport, in the dauntless bear- 
ing of the gallant bird.' ' 

"And thus doth the world and society corrupt 
the scholar I" exclaimed Flemming. 

Here the baron rang, and ordered a bottle of 
Prihee Mettemich. He then. Nex^ ^-^V^ ^^ts»^.\£k& 
pipe, and b^gan to' smoke. YVewanMi%^"W^^s»'^*^^ 
da^'ikream, 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

LITBBABT TAME, 

Tims has a Doomsday Book, upon whose pages he 
is continually zeooiding iUustrions names. But, as 
often as a new name is writtsn there, an old one dis- 
appears. Only a few stand in illuminated characters, 
nerer to be cdSaced. l^eee are the high nobility of 
Nature, —fiords of the public domain of tliought. 
Posterity shall never qnestion their titles. But 
those whose fame lives only in the indiscreet opinion 
of unwise men, must soon be as well forgotten as if 
they had never been. To this great oblivion must 
most men come. It is better, therefore, that they 
should soon make up their minds to this; well 
knowing, that, as their bodies must ere long be 
resolved into dust again, and their graves tell no 
tales of them, so must their names likewise be ut- 
terly forgotten, and their most cherished thoughts, 
purposes, and opinions, have no longer an individual 
being among men, but be resolved and incorporated 
into the universe of thought. If^ then, the imagi- 
nation can trace the noUe dust of heroes, till we 
Attdhgtopping a honJb«aA^ and know iha^ 
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** Imperii Cvsar, dead and turned to clay, 
May Btxyp « hole to keep the wixid away ;*' 

not less can it trace the noble thoughts of great men, 
till it finds them mouldered into the eommon dii8t 
of conversation, and used to stop men's mouths and 
patch up theories, to keep out the flaws of opinion. 
Sueh, for example, are all popular adages and wise 
proverbs, whieh are now resolved into the common 
mass ef thought; their authors forgotten* and 
having no more an individual bdng among men. 

It is better, therefore, that men should soon make 
up their minds to be forgotten, and lo(^ about them, 
or within them, for some higher motive in what they 
do than the approbation of men, which is fame — 
namely, their duty : that they should be constantly 
and quietly at work, each in his sphere, regardless 
of effects, and leaving their fome to take care of 
itself. Difficult must this indeed be, in our imper- 
fection; impossible perhaps to achieve it wholly. 
Yet the resolute, the indomitable will of man can 
achieve much, — at times even this victory over him- 
sdf ; being persuaded thatfome comes only when 
deserved, and then is as inevitable as destiny, for it 
is destiny.' 

It has become a eommon saying, that men of 
genius ure always in advance of their age, which is 
true. There is something equally true, yet not so 
common i namely, liiat of these men of genius, the 
best and bnrrest are in advance, not only of their 
own age, but d every age. As the German proae- 
poet says, every possible futim S& \MSt£a^^^D«si£L« "^^ 
cBD^t Buppoae that a pexiod oi1axsi'^VS^«f«t ^ssso»^ 
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when the world, or siiy considerable portion of it, 
shall have eome up abreast with these great ^nimA m 
so as folly to comprehend them. 

And, oh ! how migestically they walk in history ; 
some like the sun, with all his travelling gplcnes 
round him — others wrapped in gloom, yet glorious 
as a night with stars. Through the else silent 
darkness of the past, the spirit hears Aeir slow and 
solemn footsteps. Onward they pass, like those 
hoary elders seen in the sublime visioa of an earthly 
Paradise, attendant angels bearing golden lights be- 
fore them, and, above and behind, the whole air 
painted with seven listed colours, as from the trail 
of pencilB ! 

And yet, on earth, these men were not happy, — 
not all happy, in the outward circiunstances of thetr 
lives. They were in want, and in pain, and £uniliar 
with prison-bars, and the damp, weeping walls of 
dungeons ! Oh, I have looked with wonder upon 
those, who, in sorrow and privation, and bodily dis- 
comfort, and sickness, which is the shadow of death, 
have worked right on to the accomplishment of their 
great purposes ; toiling much, enduring mudi, ful- 
filling much ; — and then, with shattered nerves, and 
sinews all unstrung, have laid themselves down in 
the grave, and slept the sleep of death, — and the 
world talks of them while they sleep ! 

It would seem, indeed, as if all their sufferings 
had but sanctified them ! As if the death-angel, in 
passing, had touched them with the hem of his 
garment, and made them holy ! As if the hand of 
digeaeehad been stretched out ovec tihem qgI^ \a 
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make the sign of the eroes upon their touls ! And 
M in the sun's eclipse we can behold the great stats 
shining in the heavens, so in this life's eclipse haye 
these men beheld the lights of the great eternity, 
baming solemnly and for ever ! 

ThiB me Flemming's reverie. It was broken by 
the voice of the baron, suddenly exclaiming : 

** An angel is flying over the house ! Here, in 
this goblet, fragrant as the honey of Hymettus, 
fragrant as the wild flowers in the Angel's Meadow, 
I drink to the divinity of thy dreams." 

"This is all sunshine," said Flemming As he 
drank. ** The wine of the prince, and the prince of 
wines. By the way, did you ever read that brilliant 
Italian dithy-rambic, Bedi's Bacchus in Tuscany ? 
an ode which seems to have been poured out of ^e 
authmr's soul, as from a golden pitcher : 

* Fined with the wine, 
Of the Tine 



That flames so red in SaoaaTiae.' 

He calls the Montepulciano the king of all wines.'' 
** Prince Mettemich," said the baron, **i8 greater 
than any king in Italy; and I wonder that this 
precious wine has never inspired a German poet to 
write a Bacchus on the Rhine. Many little songs 
we have on this theme, but none very extraordinary. 
The best are Max Schenkendorfs Song of the Khine, 
and the Song of Khine wine, by Claudius, a poet 
who never drank Rhenish without sugar. We will 
drink for him a blessing on the'fCk^<&." 
And again the crystal lip» oi ^Clafc ^<;3sJifc\.Vis»*^ 
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each other, with a musical ehime, as of evening 
bells at yintage-time from the villages of the ^fthine. 

*' Of a truth, I do not much wonder that the 
German poet, Schiller, loved to write by candle- 
light with a bottle of Rhine wine upon the table. 
Nor do I wonder at the worthy schoolmaster, Roger 
Ascham, when he says, in one of his letters from 
Germany to Mr, Jolm Raven, of John's College, 
'Tell Mr, Maden I will drink with him now a 
carouse of wine ; and would to God he had a vessel 
of Rhenish wine ; and perchance, when I come to 
Cambridge, I will so provide here, that every year I 
will have a little piece of Rhenish wine.' Nor, in 
fine, do I wonder at the German emperor of whom 
he speaks in another letter, to the same John Raven,, 
and says, ' The emperor drank the best that I ever 
saw ; he had his head in the glass five times as long 
as any of us, and never drank less than a good 
quart at once of Rhenish wine.' These were scholars 
and gentlemen." 

** But to resume our old theme of scholars and 
their whereabout," said the baron, with an unusual 
glow, caught no doubt from the golden sunshine, 
imprisoned, like the student Anselmus, in the glass 
bottle ; *' where should the scholar live ? in solitude 
or in society ? In the green stillness of the country, 
where he can hear the heart of nature beat, or in 
the dark, grey city, where he can hear and feel the 
throbbing heart of man? I will make answer for 
him, and say, in the dark, grey city. Oh, they do 
greatly err who think that the stars are all the 
poetrjr wbieh eities have ; and th6K«£ot« ificAl iVie 
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poet's only dweUing should be in sylvan solitudes, 
under the green roo& of trees. Beautiful, no doubt, 
are all the forms of nature, when transfigured by 
the miraculous power of poetry ; hamlets and harvest 
fields, and nut-brown waters flowing ever under the 
forest, vast and shadowy, with all th^ sights and 
sounds of rural life. But after all, what are these 
but the decorations and painted scenery in the great 
theatre of human life? What are they but the 
coarse materials of the poet's song. Glorious indeed 
is the world of God around us, but more glorious 
the world of God within us. There lies the land 
of song; there Hes the poet's native land. The 
river of life that flows through streets tumultuous, 
bearing along so many gallant hearts, so many 
wrecks of humanity ; — ^the many homes and house- 
holds, each a little world in itself, revolving round 
its fire-side, as a central sun ; all forms of human 
joy and suffering brought into that narrow compass ; 
and to be in this and be a part of this; acting, 
thinking, rejoicing, sorrowing, with his fellow men ; 
— such, such should be the x>oet's life. If he would 
describe the world, he should live in the world. 
Hie mihd of the scholar, also, if you would have it 
large and liberal, should come in contact with other 
minds. It is better that his armour should be some- 
vfhat bruised even by rude encounters, than hung 
for ever rusting on the wall. Nor will his themes 
be few or trivial, because apparently shut in between 
the walls of houses, and having merely the decora- 
tions of street scenery. A ruined character is as 
picturesque aa a ruined caatle. TVifix^ «s% ^u^i- 
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abysses and yawning gulphs in the human heart, 
which can be rendered passable only by bridging' 
them over with iron nenres and sinews, as Challey 
^ bridged the Savine in Switzerland, and Tdford the 
»ea between Anglesea and England with chain 
bridges. These are the great themes of human 
thought ; not green grass, and flowers, and moon- 
shine. Besides, the mere external forms of nature 
we make our own, and carry with us into the city, 
by the power of memory." 

"I fear, however," interrupted Flemming, "that 
in cities the soul of man grows proud. He needs at 
times to be sent forth, like the Assyrian monarch, 
into green fields, ' a wondrous wretch and weedless,' 
to eat green herbs, and be weakened and chastised 
by the rain shower and winter's bitter weather. 
Moreover, in cities there is danger of the soul's be- 
coming wed to pleasure, and forgetful of its high 
vocation. There have been souls dedicated to Heaven 
firom childhood, and guarded by good angels as 
sweet seclusions for holy thoughts, and prayers, and 
all good purposes ; wherein pious wishes dwelt like 
nuns, and every image was a saint ; and yet in life's 
vicissitudes, by the treachery of occasion, by the 
thronging passions of great cities, have become soiled 
and sinfuL They resemble those convents on the 
river Rhine which have been changed to taverns ; 
from whose chambers the pious inmates have long 
departed, and in whose cloisters the footsteps of 
travellers have efikced the images of buried saints, 
and whose walls axe written over with ribaldry and 
tbB names oi strangers, and resound no more with 
lioJjrjijnnaa, but with revelry and loud voices.** 
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. '*3oth town aad country have their dangers/- 
said thebanxi: '* and therefore, wherever the scholar 
Utob he must neyer forget his high vocation. Other 
artists give thepiselves up wholly to the study of 
their art. It becomes with them almost religion. 
For the most part, and in their youth, at least, they 
dwell in the Isnds, where the whole atmosphere of 
the soul is beauty ; laden with it as the air may be 
i^ith vapour, till their very nature is saturated with 
the genius of their art. Such, for example, is the 
artist's lifo in Italy." 

** I agree with you," exclaimed Flenmiing ; ** and 
such should be the poet's everywhere ; for he has 
his Bome, his Horence, his whole glowing Italy 
within the four walls of his library. He has in his 
books the ruins of an antique world, — and the glories 
of a modem one — ^his Apollo and Transfiguration. 
He must neither forget nor undervalue his vocation ; 
but thank Qod that he is a poet, and everywhere be 
true to himself, and to * the vision and the faculty 
divine' he foels within him." 

**But, at any rate, a city life is most eventful," 
continued the baron. *' The men who make or take 
the lives of poets and scholars, always complain that 
those lives are barren of incidents. Hardly a Uterary 
biography begins without some such apology, un- 
wisely made. I confess, however, that it is not made 
Mthout some show of truth; if, by incidents, we 
mean <mly those startling events which suddenly 
turn aside the stream of time, and change the 
world's history in an hour. There is certainly «i». 
uniformity^ pleasizig or. uIlp\eaa»^^>\Il>^^Krars'^'&^ 
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which for the most part makes to-day feem twin- 
bom with yesterday. But if^ by incidents, you mean 
events in the history of the human mind» (and why 
not ?) noiseless events, that do not scar the forehead 
of the world as battles do, yet change it not the less, 
then surely the Uvee of literary men are most event- 
ful. The complaint and the apology are both fioolish. 
I do not see why a successful book is not as great 
an event as a successful campaign, only different in 
kind, and not easily compared." 

** Indeed ;" interrupted Flemming, ** in no sense is 
the complaint strictly true, though at times ap- 
parently so. Events em>ugh there are, were they all 
set down. A life, that is worth*writing at all, is 
worth writing minutely. Besides, all literary men 
have not lived in silence and solitude ; — not all in 
stillness, not all in shadow. For many have lived 
in troubled times, in the rude and adverse fortuneB 
of the state and age, and could say with Wallen- 
stein, — 

* Our life was but a battle and a march ; 

And, like the wind's Uast, never restiBg, homeksa, 

We stormed across the war-oonvnlsed earth.' 

Of such examples history has recorded many: 
Dante, Cervantes, Byron, and others ; men of iron — 
men who have dared to breast the strong breath of 
public opinion, and, like spectre-ships, come sailing 
right against the wind. Others have been puffed 
out by the first adverse wind that blew ; disgraced 
and sorrowful, because they could not please others. 
Truly * the tears live in an onion, that should water 
auch a soitow.' Had they heea men, they wou^ 
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have made these digappointments their best &i 
and learned from them the needful lesson of 
reliance." 

*«To confess the truth," added the baron, 
lires of literary men, with their hopes and d 
pointments, and quarrels and calamities, pr 
a melancholy picture of man's strength and y 
ness. On that very account the scholar can : 
them profitable for encouragement, — consolatii 
warning." 

"And after aU," continued Flemming, *♦ pei 
the greatest lesson which the lives of literary 
teach us is told in a single word — ^Wait! I 
man must patiently bide his time. He must 
More particularly in lands like my native 
where the pulse of life beats with feverish ant 
patient throbs, is the lesson needful. Our nal 
character wants the dignity of repose. We set 
]ive in the midst of a battle, — there is such a d 
such a hurrying to *and firo. In the streets 
crowded city it is difficult to walk slowly. Yo; 
the rushing of the crowd, and rush with it om 
In the press of our life it is difficult to be calm 
this stress of wind and tide, all professions se< 
drag their anchors, and are swept out into the i 
The voices of the present say — come ! Bui 
voices of the past say — wait ! With calm andsc 
footsteps the rising tide bears against the rui 
torrent up stream, and pushes back the hur 
waters. With no less calm and solemn footi 
nor less certainty, does a great mind bear up a{ 
public opinion, and p\iBK "b^LtV^HXa >K»xrfa!L%« 
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Therefore should every man wait ; — should bide hiis 
time. Not in listless idleness, — ^not in useless pas- 
time, — ^not in querulous dejection ; but in constant, 
steady, cheerful endeavours, always willing and ful- 
filling, and accomplishing his task, that, when the 
occasion comes, he may be equal to the occasion. 
And if it never comes, what matters it to the world 
whether I or you, or another man, did such a deed, 
or wrote such a book, so be it the deed and book 
were well done ! It is the part of an indiscreet and 
troublesome ambition, to care too much about fame, 
— about what the world says of us. To be always 
looking into the faces of others for approval ; to be 
always anxious for the effect of what we do and say ; 
to be always shouting to hear the echo of our own 
voices ! If you look about you, you wdll see men, 
who are wearing life away in feverish anxiety of 
fame, and the last we shall ever hear of them will 
be the funeral bell, that tolls them to their early 
graves ! Unhappy men, and unsuccessful ; because 
their purpose is, not to accomplish well their task, 
but to clutch, the * trick and fantasy of fame ;' and 
they goto their graves with purposes unaccomplished 
and wishes unfulfilled. Better for them, and for the 
world in their example, had they known how to 
wait ! Believe me, the talent of success is nothing 
more than doing what you can do well ; and doing 
well whatever you do, — without a thought of fame. 
If it comes at all, it will come because it is deserved, 
not because it is sought after. And, moreover, there 
will be no misgivings, — no disappointment, — no 
hasty, feverish^ exhausting excitement.*' 
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Thus endeth the First Book of Hyperion. I make 
no record of the winter. Paul Flemming buried 
himself in books ; in old, dusty books. He studied 
diligently the ancient poetic lore of Germany, from 
Frankish Legends of Saint George, and Saxon 
Rhyme-Chronicles, down through Nibelungen Lieds, 
and Heldenbuchs, and Songs of the Ik&nesingers, 
Mascersingers, and Ships of Fools, and Keinecke 
Foxes, and Death-Dances, and Lamentations of 
Damned Souls, into the bright, simny land of 
harvests, where, amid the golden grain and the blue 
corn-flowers, walk the modem bards, and sing. 



li^ 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



** Something the heart must have to cherish, 
Must love, and joy, and sorrow learn ; 

Something with passion clasp, or perish. 
And in itself to ashes bum." 
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CHAPTER I. 



It was a sweet carol which the Rhodian children 
sang of old, in Spring, bearing in their hands, from 
door to door, a swallow, as herald of the season — 

" The Swallow is come ! 

The Swallow is come ! 

O tail are the seasons, and light 

Are the days that she brings. 

With her dusky wings, 

And her bosom snowy white." 

A pretty carol, too, is that which the Hungarian 
boys, on the islands of the Danube, sing to the re- 
turning stork in Spring — 

" stork I stork I poor stork 1 
Why is thy foot so bloody ? 
ATorkish boy hath torn it; 
Hungarian boy will heal it. 
With fiddle, fife, and drum." 

But what child has a heart to sin^ ixv tSaia <iw:^^- 
cious clime of ours, where ^pxm^ ^^tm» 5«S!isss%\fic 
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from the Bea, with wet and heavy cloud-sails, and 
the mistj pennon oflifthe east wind nailed to the 
mast ! Yet eyen here, and in the stormy month of 
March even, there are bright, warm mornings, when 
we open our windows to inhale the balmy air. The 
pigeons fly to and fro, and wS hear the whirring 
sound of wings. Old flies crawl out of the cracks 
to sun themselyes, and think it is summer. They 
die in their conceit ; and so do our hearts within us, 
when the cold sea-breath comes from the eastern 
sea ; and again 

** The driving hail 

Upon the window beats with icy flail." 

The red-flowering maple is first Iq blossom; its 
beautiful purple flowers unfolding a fortnight before 
the leaves. The moose-wood follows, with rose- 
coloured buds and leaves ; and the dog-wood robed 
in the white of its own pure blossoms. Then comes 
the sudden rain storm ; and the birds fly to and fro 
and shriek. Where do they hide themselves in such 
storms ? at what fire-sides dry their feathery cloaks } 
At the fire-side of the great hospitable sun, to- 
morrow, not before ; — they must sit in wet garments 
until then. 

In aU climates Spring is beautifril. In the south 
it is intoxicating, and sets a poet beside himself. 
The birds begin to sing : they utter a few rapturous 
notes, and then wait for an answer in the silent 
woods. Those green-coated musicians, the frogs, 
maJte a holiday in the neight^oviixi^ m«x^«&. TVt^^ 
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a belong to the orchestra of Nature, whose va^t 
.eatre is again opened, though the doors have been 
I long bolted with icicles, and the scenery hung 
dtk snow and frost, like cobwebs. This is the pre- 
ude which announces the rising of the broad green 
mrtain. Already the grass shoots forth. The 
waters leap with thrilling pulse through the veins of 
the earth, the sap through the veins of the plants 
and trees, and the blood through the veins of man. 
"What a thrill of delight in spring-time ! What a 
joy in being and moving! Men are at work in 
gardens ; and in the air there is an odour of the 
fresh earth. The leaf-buds begin to swell and blush. 
The white blossoms of the cherry hang upon the 
boughs like snow-flakes : and ere long our next door 
neighbour will be completely hidden from us by the 
dense green foliage. The may-flowers open their 
soft blue eyes. Children axe let loose in the fields 
and gardens. They hold buttercups under each 
other's chins to see if they love butter. And the 
little girls adorn themselves with chains and curls of 
dandelions ; pull out the yellow leaves to see if the 
schoolboy loves them, and blow the down from the 
leafless stalk to find out if their mothers want 
them at home. 

And at night so cloudless and so still ! Not a voice 
of living thing, — not a whisper of leaf or waving 
bough, — ^not a breath of wind, — not a sound upon 
the earth nor in the air ! And over head bends the 
blue sky, dewy and soft, and radiant with innumer- 
able stars, like the inverted bell of some blue flowers 
sprinkled with golden duat, M\d\iT^'eJOKfflL%\s%:^!Ks^^ 
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Or if the heavens are overcast, it is no wild storm of 
wind and rain ; but clouds that melt and fall in 
showers. One does not wish to sleep ; but lies awake 
to hear the pleasant sound of the dropping rain, 
^t was thus the Spring began in Heidelberg. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A COLIiOQUT. 

And what think you of Tiedge's Urania }** said 
the baron, smiling, as Paul Flemming closed the 
book, and laid it upon the table. 

** I think," said Flemming, " that it is very much 
like Jean Paul's grandfather, in the highest degree 
poor and pious.** 

"Bravo!" exclaimed ^e Baron. "That is the 
best criticism I have heard upon the book. For my 
part, I dislike the thing as much as Goethe did. It 
was once very popular, and lay about in every 
parlour and bedroom. This annoyed the old gentle- 
man exceedingly ; and I do not wonder at it. He 
complains that at one time nothing was sung or said 
but this Urania. He believed in immortality ; but 
wished to cherish his belief in quietness. He once 
told a friend of his, that he had, however, learned 
one thing from all this talk about Tiedge and his 
Urania ; which was, that the saints, as well as the 
nobility, constitute an aristocracy. He said he found 
stupid women, who were proud because they be- 
lieved in immortality with Tiedge, and had to wih- 
mit himself to not a few mysleTvo\x!& <i^\R52xas»3\.^'«sA. 
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tea-table lectiircs on this point; and that he cut 
them short by saying that he had no objection what- 
ever to enter into another state of existence here- 
after, but prayed only that he might be spared the 
honour of meeting any of those tiiere, who had be- 
lieved in it here ; for if he did, the saints would 
flock around him on all sides, exclaiming, Were we 
not in the right ? Did we not tell you so ? Has it 
not aU turned out just as we said? And, with such 
a conceited clatter in his ears, he thought that, be- 
fore the end of six months, he mgiht die of ennui in 
heaven itself." 

"How shocked the good old ladies must have 
been," said Flemnung. 

** No doubt their nerves suffered a little, but the 
young ladies loved him all the better for being witty 
and wicked, and thought if they could only marry 
him, how they would reform him." 

**Bettina Brentano for instance." 

"O no! That happened long afterwards. Goethe 
was then a silver-haired old man of sixty. She had 
never seen him, and knew him only by his writings ; 
a romantic girl of seventeen." 

"And yet much in love with the sexigenarian. 
And surely a more wild, fantastic, and, excuse me, 
German passion never sprang up in a woman's breast. 
She was a flower that worshipped the sun." 

>< She afterwards married Achim von Amim, and 

is now a widow. And not the least singular part of 

the affisdr is, that having grown older, and I hope 

colder, she should herself publish the letters which 

passed between her and Goethe." 
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- Particularly the letter in which she describes her 
first visit to Weimer, and her interview with the 
hitherto invisible divinity of her dreams. The old 
gentleman took her upon his knees, and she fell 
asleep with her head upon his shoulder. It reminds 
me of Titania and Nick Bottom, begging your par- 
don always for comparing your Allsided-One to 
Nick Bottom. Oberon must have touched her eyes 
with the juice of Love-in-idleness. However, this 
. book of Goethe's Correspondence with a Child is a 
very singular and valuable revelation of the feelings 
which he excited in ^male hearts. You say she 
afterwards married Achim von Amim ?" 

" Yes ; and he and her brther, Blemens Brentano, 
published that wondrous book the Boy's Wonder- 
Horn." 

" The Boy's Wonder-Horn !** said Flemming, after 
a short pause, for the name seemed to have throwii 
him into a reverie. " I know the book almost by 
heart. Of all your German books it is the one 
which produces upon my imagination the most wild 
and magic influence. I have a passion for ballads !'' 

"And who has not?** said the baron with a smile. 
" They are the gipsy children of song, bom under 
green hedgerows, in the leafy lanes and by-paths of 
literature — ^in the genial summer-time." 

" Why do you say summer-time, and not sum- 
mer?** inqidred Flemming. "The expression re- 
minds me of your old Minnesingers — of Heinrich 
von Ofterdingen, and Walter von der Vogelweide, 
and Count Kraft von Tog^enVroi^, «dl^ -^^ssst ^-sk^ 
ancestor, I dare say, Burkhsat NOXL'asJiv«t&^« "T^^s^ 
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were always singing of the gentle summer-time. 
They seem to have lived poetry, as well as simg it, 
like the birds who make their marriage beds in the 
voluptuous trees." 

** Is that from Shakspere ?*» 

"No ; from Lope de Vega.'* 

"You are deeply read in the lore of antiquity, 
and the aubades and watch songs of the old Min- 
nesingers. What do you think of the shoe-maker 
poets that came after them, with their guilds and 
singing schools } It makes me laugh to think how 
the great German Helicon, shrunk to a rivulet, goes 
bubbling and gurgling over the pebbly names of 
Zwinger, Wurgendrussel, Buchenlin, Hellfire, Old 
StoU, Young Stoll, Strong Bopp, Dang Brotscheim, 
Batt Spiegel, Peter Pfort, and Martin Gumpel. 
And then the Corporation of the Twelve Wise Mas- 
ters, with their stumpfereime and klingende-reime, 
and their Hans Tindeisen's rosemary-weise, and 
Joseph Schmierer's flowery paradise-weise, and 
Prauenlob's yellow- weise, and blue-weise, and frog- 
weise, and looking-glass- weise V* 

" O, I entreat you^" exclaimed Flemming, laugh- 
ing, " do not call those men poets ! You transport 
me to quaint old Nuremberg, and I see Hans Sachs 
making shoes, and Hans Folz shaving the bur- 
gomaster." 

** By the way," interrupted the baron, " did you 
ever read Hoffinann's beautiful story of Master Mar- 
tin, the cooper of Nuremberg ? I will read it to you 
this rery night. It is the most delightful picture of 
i5&»/ 0^0 which you can conceive. "But,\oo\L\ x\ve 
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sun has already set behind the Alsatian hills. liCt 
us go up to the castle and look for the ghost in 
Prince Ruprecht's tower. O, what a glorious 
sunset/* 

Flemming looked at the evening sky, and a shade 
of sadness stole over his countenance. He told not 
to his Mend the sorrow with which his heart was 
heavy, but kept it for himself alone. He knew that 
the time which comes to all men (the time to suffer 
and be silent) had come to him likewise ; and he 
spake no word. O well has it been said that there 
is no grief like the grief which does not speak. 
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CHAPTER III. 

OWL TOWERS. 

" There sits the old Frau Himmelhahn perched 
up in her owl tower," said the baron to Flemming, 
as they passed along the Hauptstrasse. " She looks 
down through her round-eyed spectacles from her 
nest up there, and watches every one that goes by. 
I wonder what mischief she is hatching now ? Do 
you know she has nearly ruined your character in 
town ? She says you have a rakish look, because 
you carry a cane and your hair curls. Your gloves 
also are a shade too light for a strictly virtuous 
man." 

*' It is very kind in her to take such good care of 
my character, particularly as I am a stranger in 
town. She is doubtless learned in the clothes phi- 
losophy." 

" And ignorant of every thing else. She asked a 
Mend of mine the other day whether Christ was a 
Catholic or a Protestant." 

*• That is really too absurd !" 

** Not too absurd to be true. And ignorant as she 
is. she contrives to do a good deal of mischief in 
the course of the year. Why, the ladies already call 
jrou WUhelm Meister,*' * 
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<* They are at liberty to call me what they please. 
But you, who know me better, know that I am 
something more than they would imply by the 
name." 

** She saya, moreover, that the American ladies sit 
with their feet out of the window, and have no 
pocket-handkerchie&/' 

" Excellent !" 

They crossed the market-place, and went up be- 
neath the grand terrace into the court-yard of the 
castle. 

** Let us go up and sit imder the great linden- 
trees that grow on the summit of the Rent Tower," 
said Flemming. " From that point, as firom a watch- 
tower, we can look down into the garden, and see 
the crowd below us." 

'* And amuse ourselves as old Frau Himmelhahn 
does, at her window in the Hauptstrasse," added the 
baron. 

The keeper's datighterimlocked for them the door 
of the tower, and, climbing the steep staircase, they 
seated themselves on a wooden bench under the 
linden-trees. 

*' How beautifully these trees overgrow the old 
tower ! And see what a solid mass of masonry lies 
in the great fosse down tliere, toppled from its base 
by the explosion of a mine ! It is like a rusty 
helmet deft in twain, but still crested with towering 
plumes." 

** And what a motley crowd in the garden ! Philis- 
ters and Sons of the Muses ! And there goes the 
venerable Thibaut, taking hi& evemxi% %\xc^. ^^ 
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you see him there, with his silver hair flowing over 
his shoulders, and that friendly face, which has te 
80 many years pored oyer the Pandects. I assure 
you he inspires me with awe. And yet he is a meiry 
old man, and loves his joke, particularly at the ex- 
pense of Moses and other ancient lawgivers.". 

Here their attention was diverted by a wild-look- 
ing person, who passed with long strides under the 
archway in the fosse, right beneath them, and dis- 
appeared among the bushes. He was ill-dressed, — 
his hair flying in the wind, his movements hurried 
and nervous, and the expression of his broad coun- 
tenance wild, strange and earnest. 

"Who can that be?" asked Hemming. "He 
strides away indignantly, like one of Ossian's 
ghosts ? " 

"A great philosopher, whose name I have for- 
gotten. Truly a strange owl !" 

" He looks Uke a lion with a hat on." 

" He is a mystic, who reads Schubert's History 
of the Soul, and lives, for the most part, in the 
clouds of the middle ages. To him the spirit-world 
is still open. He believes in the transmigration of 
soids ; and I dare say is now following the spirit of 
some departed Mend, "^yho has taken the form of 
yonder pigeon." 

** "What a strange hallucination ! He lives, I sup- 
pose, in the land of cloud-shadows. And, as St. 
Thomas Aquinas was said to be lifted up from the 
ground by the fervour of his prayers, so, no doubt, 
is he by the fervour of his visions.'* 

"He certainly appears to neglect all sublimary 
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things; and, to judge from certain appearances, 
since you seem fond of holy similitudes, one would 
say, that, like St. Serapion the Sindonite, he had 
bat one shirt. Yet what cares he ? he lives in that 
poetic dream-land of his thoughts, and clothes his 
dream-children in poetry." 

** He is a poet, then, as well as a philosopher r" 
" Yes ; but a poet who never writes a line. There 
is nothing in nature to which his imagination does 
not give a poetic hue. But the power to make others 
see these objects in the same poetic light is wanting. 
Still he is a man of fine power and feelings ; for 
next to being a great poet, is the power of under- 
standing one,— of finding one's self in him, as we 
German's say." 

Three figures, dressed in black, now came from 
one of the green alleys, and stopped on the brink of 
a little fountain, that was playing among the gay 
flowers in the garden. The eldest of the three was 
a lady in that season of life when the early autumn 
gives to the summer leaves a warmer glow, yet fades 
them not. Though the mother of many children, 
she was still beautiful, — resembling those trees 
which blossom in October, when the leaves are 
changing, and whose fruit and blossom are on the 
branch at once. At her side was a girl of some 
sixteen years, who seemed to lean upon her arm for 
support. Her figure was slight; her counntenance 
beautiful, though deadly white ; and her meek eyes 
like the flower of the night-shade, pale and blue, 
but sending forth golden rays. They were aXl^KsAsyi. 
by a tall youth of foreign asp^^X.^ N«\iSi ^^rsbcl^^ -^ 
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young Antinous, with a moustache and a nose a la 
Kosciusko, In other respects, a perfect hero of ro- 
mance. 

'.' TJnlesB mine eyes deceiye me/' said the baron, 
'* there is the Frau yon Bmenau, with her pale 
daughter Emma, and that eternal Polish count. He 
is always hovering about them, playing the unhappy 
exile, merely to excite that poor girl's sympathies ; 
and as wretched as genius and wantonness can make 
him." 

•* Why, he is already married, you know,** replied 
Flemming. ** And his wife is young and beautiful/' 

*'That does not prevent him from being in love 
with some one else. That question was decided in 
the courts of Love in the middle ages. Accordingly 
he has sent his fair wife to Warsaw. But how pale 
the poor child looks." 

'* She has just recovered from severe illness. In 
the winter, you know, it was thought she would not 
live from hotir to hour." 

** And she has hardly recovered from that disease, 
before she seems threatened with a worse one; 
namely, a hopeless passion. However, people do not 
die of love now-a-days.'* 

" Seldom, perhaps," said Flemming; "and yet it 
is folly to pretend that one ever wholly recovers firom 
a disappointed passion. Such wounds always leave 
a scar. There are faces I can never look upon 
without emotion. There are names I can never hear 
spoken without almost starting !" 

•* But whom have we here ?" 

''That Is the French poet Quinet, vfVCki Y»ia %\«««tt 
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Oerxnan wife ; one of the most interesting women I 
ever knew. He is the author of a very wild mys- 
tery, or dramatic prose-poem, in which the Ocean 
Hont-Blanc, and the Cathedral of Strassburg have 
parts to play; and the saints on the stained windows 
of the minster speak, and the statues and dead 
kings tsiact the Dance of Death. It is entitled 
Ahasuerus, or the Wandering Jew." 

« Or, as the Danes would translate it, the Shoe- 
maker of Jerusalon. That would be a still more 
fantastic title for his fantastic book. You know I 
am no great admirer of the modem French school of 
writers. The tales of Paul de Kock, who is, I believe, 
the most popular of all, seem to me like obscene 
stories told at dinner-tables, after the ladies have 
retired. It has been well said of him, that he is 
not only populaire but popuUuMT ; and equally well 
said of George Sand and ^^ctor Hugo, that their 
works stand like fortifications, well built and well 
supplied with warlike mimitions; but ineffectual 
against the grand army of God^ which marches on- 
ward, as if nothing had happened. In surveying 
a national literature, the point you must start firom 
is national character. That lets you into many a 
secret ; as, for example, Paul de Kock's popularity. 
The most prominent trait in the French character is 
love of amusement, and excitement, and " 

** I should say, rather, the fear of ennui," inter- 
rupted Flemming. ** One of their own writers has 
said, with a great deal of truth, that the gentry of 
France rush into Paris to escape fi:om.49nn.ui> ^> \xv 
tbenohle days of chivalry » ^ ddieU!(^€l^^^ \s^!c^>X- 
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ants of the campaign fled into the catties, at the 
approach of some plundering knight^ or lawless 
baron; forsaking the inspired twilight of their 
native groves for the lu'xurious shades of the royal 
gardens. What do you think of that ?" 

The baron replied with a smile : 

" There is only one Paris ; and out of Paris there 
is no salvation for decent people.'* 

Thus, conversing of many iMngs, sat the two 
friends under the linden-trees on the Rent Tower, 
till gradually the crowd disappeared from the garden, 
and the objects around them grew indistinct in the 
fading t^tdlight. Between them and the amber- 
coloured western sky, the dense foliage of the trees 
looked heavy and hard, as if cast in bronze: and 
already the evening stars hung like silver lamps in 
the towering branchel^f that Tree of life, brought 
more than two centuries ago from its primeval 
Paradise in America, to beautify the gardens of the 
Palatinate. 

**I take a mournful pleasure in gazing at that 
tree," said Flemming, as they rose to depart. " It 
stands there so straight and tall, with iron bands 
around its noble tnmk and Umbs, in silent majesty, or 
whispering only in its native tongue, and freighting 
the homeward wind with sighs ! It reminds me of 
some captive monarch of a savage tribe, brought 
over the vast ocean for a show, and chained in the 
public market-place of the city, disdainfully silent, 
or breathing only in melancholy accents a prayer for 
his native forest, a longing to be free." 

^'MagiMcent /" cried the baiaa. "I «!\?iwj* ^j^l- 
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Bomething of the same feeling when I walk 

a conservatory. The luxuriant plants of 

tics, — those illustrious exotics, with their 

8 flamingo-coloured blossoms, and great, 

; leaves, like elephant's ears, — ^have a singular 

g upon my imagination : and remind me of a 

erie and wild beasts kept in cages. But your 

ition is finer ; — ^indeed, a grand figure. Put 

n for an epic poem.** 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A BBBB SCANDAL. 

On their way homeward, Flemming and the baron 
passed through a narrow lane, in which was a well- 
known Studenten-Kneipe. At the door stood a 
young man, whom the baron at once recognised as 
his £riend, Yon Kleist. He was a student, and uni- 
versally acknowledged, among his yoimg acquaint- 
ance, as a ''devilish handsome fellow;" notwith- 
standing a tremendous scar on his cheek, and a 
cream-coloured moustache, as soft as the silk of 
Indian com. In short, he was a renowner and a 
duellist. 

"What are you doing here. Von Kleist?" 

** Ah, my dear baron ! is it you ? come in, come 
in. You shall see some sport A fox commerce is 
on foot, and a regular beer scandal." 

" Shall we go in, Flemming ?" 

** Certainly. I should like to see how these things 
are managed in Heidelberg. You are a baron, and 
I am a stranger. It is of no consequence what you 
and I do, as the king's fool Angcli said to the poet 
Bautru, urging him to put on his hat at the royal 
dinner table.'* 
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William Lilly, the astrologer, aays, in his Auto- 
InogTaphy, that, when he was committed to the 
guard-room in Whitehall, he thought himself in 
hell; for "some were sleeping, others swearing, 
others smoking tobacco, and in the chimney of the 
room there were two bushels of broken tobacco 
pipes, and almost half a load of ashes." What he 
wouldhave thought if he had peeped into this Heidel- 
berg Studenten-Kneipe I know not. He certainly 
would not have thought himself in hearen, unless 
it were a Scandinayian heaven. The windows were 
open; and yet so dense was the atmosphere with 
the smoke of tobacco, and the fumes of beer, that 
the tallow candles burnt *but dimly. A crowd of 
students were sitting at three long tables, in the large 
hall ; a medley of fellows, known at German univer- 
sities under the cant names of old ones, mossy- 
heads, princes of twilight, and pomatum stallions. 
They were smoking, drinking, singing, screaming, 
and discussing the great laws of the broad-stone 
and the gutter. They had a great deal to say, like- 
wise, about Besens, and Zobels, and Poussades; 
and, if they had been charged for the noise they 
made, as travellers used to be in the old Dutch 
taverns, they wotdd have had a longer bill to pay for 
that than for their beer. 

In a large arm-chair, upon the middle of the table, 
sat one of those distinguished individuals, knowdK -^ 
among German students as a senior, or leader of a 
Landsmannschaft. He was booted and spurred, and 
wore a very small crimson cap, wei^ «i.^«r^ >a3gD&>3»»R. 
jacket, and very long hair, oad z. N«r^ ^ioX:^ ^Sccax. 
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He was president of the night, and as Flemming 
entered the hall with the baron and his friend, 
striking upon the table with a mighty broadsword, 
he cried in a loud voice : 
•* Silentium !" 

At the same moment a door at the end of the hall 
was thrown open, and a procession of new comers, 
or Nasty Foxes, as they are called in the college 
dialect, entered two by two, looking wild, and green, 
and foolish. As they came forward, they were 
obliged to pass imder a pair of naked swords, held 
crosswise by two old ones, who, with pieces of 
burnt cork, made an enormous pair of moustaches 
on the smooth, rosy cheeks of each, as he passed 
beneath this arch of triumph. While the procession 
was entering the hall, the president lifted up his 
voice again, and began to sing the well-known Fox 
song, in the chorus of which all present joined 
lustily : — 

What comes there from the hill T 

What comes there from the hill T 

What comes there trom the leathery hiU? 
Hal ha! 
Leathery hill! 

What comes there from the hill? 

ItisaPostUIioii! 
It is a PostUUoiil 
It is a leathery PoetUlion ! 
\M Ha! ha! 

Postillion! 
It is a Postillion! 

What brings the Postillion ? 
What brings the Postillion? 
What brings the leathery Postmioii^. 
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Hal ha! 

PostiUioa! 

What brings the Fostillion ? 

He brings ns a Fox ! 
He brings ns a Fox I 
He bringeth ns a leathery Fox ! 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery Fox! 
He bringeth us a Fox I 

Tour servant, Masters mine ! 
Tour senrant, Masters mine ! 
Your servant, moch-taonoar'd Masters mine ! 

Ha! ha! 

Much-honour*d masters mine ! 
Tour servant, Masters mine ! 

Bow does the Herr Papa? 
How does the Herr Papa ? 
How does the leathery Heir Papa ? 

Hal ha! 

Herr Papa! 
How does the Herr Papa ? 

He reads in Cicero ! 
He reads in Cicero ! 
He reads in leathery Cicero I 

Ha! ha! 

Cicero! 
He reads in Cicero ! 

How does the Fran Mama ? 
How does the Fran Mama? 
How does the leathery Fran Mama ? 

Ha! ha! 

Fran Mama! 
How does the Fran Mama ! 

She makes the Papa tea ! 
She makes the Papa tea ! 
She makee the Papa leathery teal 
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Ha! hal 
Leathery tea! 
She makea the Papa tea! 

How doee the BCamsell Soeur? 
How doee the Ifamaell Soeur ! 
How does the leathery liamaeU Sceur ? 

Ha! Hal 

IfamaeU SoBur ! 
How doee the IfamaeU Sceur? 

She knits the Papa stockiiigs, 
She knits the Papa Stoekiiigs, 
She knits the P^^ leathery ftookings. 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery stockings. 
She knits the Papa stockings. 

How does the Herr Bectorl 
How does the Herr Rector! 
How does the leathery Herr Rector T 

Ha! ha! 

Herr Rector. 
How does the Herr Rector ? 

He calls the scholar, Boy ; 
He calls the scholar, Boy ; 
He calls the scholar, leathery Boy ; 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery Boy. 
He calls the scholar, Boy. 

And smokes the Fox tobaoeo ? 
And smokes the Fox tobacco ? 
And smokes the leathery Fox tobacco ? 

Ha! ha! 

Fox tobacco; 
And smokes the Fox tobaoooT 

A UtUe, Masters mine; 
A Jittle^ Matters mine; 
A UWe, ffliidi.JioiiOfored MagteraxDkDe-, 
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Ha ! ha ! 

Much-honoured Masters mine ; 
A little, Masters mine. 

Then let him fill a pipe ; 
Th«i let him fill a pipe ; 
Then let him fill a leathery pipe ; 

Ha! ha! 

Le^tiiery pipe ; 
Then let him fill a pipe. 

O Lord it makes me nek ; 

O Lord it makes him sick ; 

O Lord it makes me leathery sick ; 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery sick; 
O Lord it makes me sick. 

Then let him throw it off ; 
Then let him throw it off ; 
Then let him throw it leathery off; 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery off; 
Then let him throw it off. 

Now I again am well ; 
Now he a^ain is well ; 
Now I again am leathery well ; 

Ha! ha! 

Leathery well ; 
Now I again am well. 

So grows the Fox a Bursch ; 
So grows the Fox a Bursch ; 
So grows the leathery Fox a Bursch ; 

Ha! ha! 

Fox a Bursdi ; 
So grows the Fox a Bursch. 



At length the song was finished. Meanwhilfi^ 
large tufta and strips of papet \iAd.\)f^«TL W\&\j^ VcXv^ 
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the hair of the branders, as those, are called who 
have been already one semestre at the iiniyerBity» 
and then at a given signal were set on fire, and the 
branders rode round the table on sticks, amid roars 
of laughter. When this ceremony was completed, 
the president rose from his chair, and in a solemn 
voice pronounced a long discourse, in which old col- 
lege jokes were mingled with much parental advice 
to young men on entering life, and the whole was 
profusely garnished with select passages from the 
Old Testament. Then they all seated themselves at 
the table, and the heavy beer drinking set in, as 
among the gods and heroes of the old northern 
mythology. 

**Brander! brander! screamed a youth, whose 
face was hot and flushed vnth supper and with beer 
— "Brander, I say! Thou art a doctor I No — a 
pope ; — thou art a pope, by — " 

These words were addressed to a pale, quiet- 
looking person, who sat opposite, and was busy in 
making a wretched shaved poodle sit on his hind 
legs in a chair by his master's side, and hold a shdrt 
clay pipe in his mouth — a performance to which the 
poodle seemed nowise inclined. 

** Thou art challenged," replied the pale student, 
turning from his dog, who dropped the pipe from his 
mouth, and leaped imder the table. * 

Seconds were chosen on the spot, and the arms 
ordered, namely, six mighty goblets, or bassglaser, 
filled to the brim with foaming beer. Three were 
placed before each duellist. 

** Take joor weapons V cried one of tiie seconds, 
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and eadi of the combatants seized a goblet in his 
hand. 

** Strike!" 

And the glasses rang, with a salntation like the 
crossing of swords. 

•* Set to !" 

Each set the goblet to his lips. 

"Out!" 

And each poured the contents down his throat, as 
if he were pouring them through a funnel into a 
beer barrel. The other two glasses followed in quick 
succession, hardly a long breath drawn between. 
The pale student was victorious — he was first to 
drain the third goblet. He held it for a moment in- 
yerted, to let the last drops fall out, and then placing 
it qidetly on the table, looked his antagonist in the 
face and said — 

•«Hit!" 

Then, with the greatest coolness, he looked under 
the table and whistled for his dog. His antagonist 
stopped midway in his third glass. Every vein in 
his forehead seemed bursting, his eyes were wild and 
bloodshot, his hand gradually loosened its hold upon 
the table, and he sank and rolled together like a 
sheet of lead. He was drunk. 

At this moment a majestic figure came stalking 
down the table, ghost-like, through the dim, smoky 
atmosphere. His coat was off, his neck bare, his 
hair wild, his eyes wide open, and looking right be- 
fore him, as if he saw some beckoning hand in the 
air that others could not see. His left hand waa 
upon his Mpf and in his right 'he'VisS^^^ ^ ^^wxv«^^«^ 
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extended, and pointing downward. Regardless of 
every one, erect, and with a martial stride, he 
marched directly along the centre of the table, 
crushing glasses and overthrowing bottles at every 
step. The students shrunk back at his approach ; 
till at length one, more dnmk, or more courageous 
than the rest, dashed a glass full of beer into his fiace. 
A general tumult ensued, and the student with the 
sword leaped to the floor. It was Yon Kleist. He 
was renowning it. In the midst of the uproar could 
be distinguished the offensive words — 

* 'Arrogant ! absurd ! impertinent ! diunmer junge ! " 
Von Kleist .went home that night with no less 
than six duels on his hands. He fought them all 
out in as many days, and came off with only a gash 
through his upper lip, and another through his 
right eyelid, from a dexterous Suabian Schlaegef. 
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CHAPTER V. % 

THE WHITE lady's SLIPPER AND THE PASSION- 
FLO WEB. 

That night Emma of Dmenau went to her chamber 
with a heavy heart, and her dusky eyes were trou- 
bled with tears. She was one of those gentle beings 
who seem created only to love and to be loved. A 
shade of melancholy softened her character. She 
shunned the glare of daylight and of society, and 
wished to be idone. Like the evening primrose, her 
heart opened only after sunset ; but bloomed through 
the dark night with sweet fragrance. Her mother, 
on the contrary, flaunted in the garish light of . so- 
ciety. There was no sympathy between them. Their 
souls never approached, never \mderstood each other, 
and words were often spoken which wounded deeply. 
And therefore Emma of Ilmenau went to her cham- 
ber that night with tears in her eyes. 

She was followed by her French chamber-maid, 
Madeleine, a native of Strasburg, who had grown 
old in the family. In her youth she had been poor, 
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and TirtuotiSy because she had never been tempted 
and, now that she had grown old, and seen no in 
mediate reward for her virtae, as is nsual withwea 
minds, she despaired of Proyidence, and regrette 
she had nerer been tempted. Whilst this nnfoi 
tunate personage was lighting the wax tapers on th 
toilet, and drawing the bed-curtains, and tattUn 
about the roon^ Emma threw herself into an arm 
chair, tftid, crossing her hands in her lap, and lettin 
her head £edl upon her bosom, seemed lost in 
dream. 

** Why have these gentle feelings been given me^ 
said she in her heart. *' Why have I been bom wit 
all these warm affections, these ardent longings alte 
what is good, if they lead only to sorrow and disi^ 
pointment ? I would love some one — ^love him one 
and for ever — devote myself to him alone — ^live fo 
him — die for him — exist alone in him ! But, alas 
in all this wide world there is none to love me, as 
would be loved— none whom I may love, as I an 
capable of loving. How empty, how desolate, seem 
the wtfild about me ! Why has heaven given m* 
these alfections, only to fall and fade ?" 

Alas ! poor child ! thou too must learn, like others 
that the sublime mystery of Providence goes on ii 
silence, and gives no explanation of itself— no ans we 
to our impatient questionings ! 

** Bless me, child, what ails you?" exclaimet 
Madeleine, perceiving that Emma paid no attentaoi 
to her idle gossip. ** When I was of your age — " 

<* Do not talk to me now, good Madeleine. Leav< 
jne, I wiah to he alone !" 
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"Well, here is aomething," eo&tinued the maid* 
ttking a billet from her boeom, *< which I hope will 
enliven yon. When I was of your age — " 

**Hiiah! hush!" said Emma, taking the billet 
from the hard hand of -Madeleine. ** Once more I beg 
you, leaTe me ! I wish to be alone !" 

Madeleine took the lamp and retired slowly, wish- 
ing her yonng mistress many good nights and rosy 
dnsams. Emma broke the ^Bal of the note. As she 
read, her face became deadly pale, and then, as 
quick as thought, a crimson blush gleamed on her 
cheek, and her hands trembled. Tenderness, pity, 
lore, . offended pride, the weakness and dignity of 
woman, were all mingled in her look, changing and 
passing oyer her fine countenance like doud-sha- 
.dowB. She sunk back in her chair, corering her 
Isce with her hands, as if she wotdd hide It from 
herself and heayen. 

" He loyes me !*' said she to herself; '^loyes me ! 
and is married to another, whom he loyes not ! and 
dares to tell me this! O, neyer, — neyer, — ^neyer! 
And yet he is so friendless and alone in thi8%isym- 
pathising world, — and an exile, and homeless! I 
can but pity him — ^yet I hate him, and will see him 
no more!" 

This short reyerie of loye and hate was broken by 
the sound of a clear, mellow yoice, which in the uni- 
yersal stillness of the hour, seemed almost like the 
yoice of a spirit. It was a yoice, without the accom- 
paniment of any instrument, singing thofee sweet 
liaeaofGoetiie — 



o^ 



100 HTPERIQN. 

" Under the tree-tope is quiet now I 
In all the woodlands heareet thou 

Not a Boond I. 
The little birds are asleep in the trees, 
Wait! wait! and seon like these, 

Sleepestthoa!*' 

Emma knew the roice, and started. She m^ed 
to the window to close it. It was a beautlfiil ni^t, 
and the stars were shining peacefully orer the moun- 
tain of All Saints. The sound of the Keckar was 
soft and low, and nightingales were singing among 
the brown shadows of the woods. The large red 
moon shone, like a ruby, in the horizon*s ample ring, 
and golden threads of light seemed braided together 
with the rippling current of the river. Tall and 
spectral stood the white statues on the bridge. The 
outline of the hills, the castle, the arches of the 
bridge, and the spires and roo£s of the town were 
as strongly marked as if cut out of pasteboard. 
Amid this fairy scene, a little boat was floating 
silently down the stream. Emma closed the win- 
dow hastily, and drew the curtains close. 

** I rate him ; and yet I will jway for him," said, 
she, as she laid her weary head ui>on that pillow, 
from which, but a few months before, she thought 
she should never raise it again. "O, that I had 
died then ! I dare not love him, but I will pray for 
him !" 

Sweet child ! If the face of the deceiver comes 
so often between thee and heaven, I tremble for thy 
fate ! The plant that sprang from Helen's tears des- 
troyed serpents ; would that from thine might spring 
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eart's-ease ;— Bome plant, at least, to destroy 
irpents in thy bosom. Belieye me, upon the 
n of celestial streams alone those simples g;row 
L cure the heart-ache ! 

d this the silent stars beheld, looking down 
Seayen, and told it not again. This, likewise, 
^u TTJTinnifllhfthfi beheld, looking from her 
!>er window, and was not so discreet as the 
stars. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

OLIMP8B8 INTO OLOVO LAND. 

** There are many things which, having no cor- 
poreal evidence, can be perceiyed and comprehendec 
only by the discurBive energies of reason. Henc< 
the ambiguous nature of matter can be comprehended 
only by adulterated opinion. Matter is the prindpk 
of an bodies, and is stamped with the impression oi 
forms. Fire, air, and water, deriye their origin and 
principle from the scalene triangle. But the earth 
was created from right-angled triangles, of which 
two of the sides are equal. The sphere and the 
pyramid contain in themselves the figures of fire ; 
but the octaedron was destined to be the figure oi 
air, and the icoseadron of water. The right-angled 
isosceles triangle produces from itself a square, and 
the square generates from itself the cube, which is 
the figure peculiar to earth. But the figure of a 
beautiful and perfect sphere was imparted to the 
most beautiful and perfect world, that it might be 
indigent of nothing, but contain aH tbxnig&t et&b'n«ai&^ 
JUJif comprehending them initsc\f, aaa-^^xjaToa^g 
A? excellent and admirable, BimSlat to an^Va cowac 
^'^ itself ever moving mtwicany uidinAo^xoM 
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If I use a noyel language, excuse me. As Apuleius 
says, pardon must be granted to norelty of words, 
when it serves to illustrate the obscurity of things/' 
These words came from the lips of the lion-like 
philosopher, who has been noticed before in these 
pages. He was sitting with Flemming, smoking a 
long pipe. As the baron said, he was indeed a 
strange owl ; for the owl is a grave bird — a monk, 
who chants midnight mass in the great temple of 
nature — an anchorite — a pillar saint — ^the very Simeon 
Stylites of his neighbourhood. Such, likewise, was 
the philosophical professor. Solitary, but with a 
mighty current, flowed the river of his life, like the 
Nile, without a tributary stream, and making fertile 
only a single strip in the vast desert. His tempera- 
ment had been in youth a joyous one ; and now, 
amid all his sorrows and privations, for he had 
many, he looked upon the world as a glad, brigjht, 
glorious world. On the many joys of life he gazed 
still with the eyes oi duldhood, from the far-gone 
past upward, trusting, hoping — and upon its sor- 
rows with the eyes of age, from the distant fiiture, 
downward, triumphant, not despairing. He loved 
solitude, and silence, and candle-light, and the deep 
midnight. "For," said he, '* if the morning hours 
are the wings of the day, I only fold them about me to 
sleep more sweetly ; knowing that, at its other ex- 
tremity, the day, like the fowls of the air, has an 
epjcutiean monilsL parson^&iio^e*, vcisV^tl^Oc^^^ 
midnight my spirit revda and la ^ieA," 
8uoh warn the professor, ^to \MBL^\««a\J»KfliS|>^ 
J^^-mteUifphle strain foT two\io\u» ottsmsi^- '^ 
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baron had fallen fast asleep in his chair ; but Flem- 
jning sat listexung with excited imagixiation, and 
the professor continued in the following words, 
which, to the best of his listener's memory, seemed 
gleaned here and there from Fichte's Destiny of 
Man, and Shubert's History of the Soul. 

" life is one and imiversal ; its forms many and 
individual. Throughout this beautiful and wonder- 
ful creation there is a never-ceasing motion, without 
rest by night or day, ever waving to and fro. Swifter 
than a weaver's shuttle it flies firom birth to death, 
' and from death to birth; from the beginning seeks 
the end, and finds it not, for the seeming end is only 
a dim beginning of a new outgoing and endeavour 
after the end. As the Ice upon the mountain, when 
the warm breath of the summer sun breathes upon it, 
melts, and divides into drops, each of which re- 
flects an image of the sun ; so Ufe, in the smile of 
God's love, divides itself into separate forms, each 
bearing in it, and reflecting an image of Oodii lofwt, 
Qf all these forms, the highest and most perfoct In 
its godliness, is the human soul. The vast oathodial 
of nature is fuH oi holy scriptures, and. shapes ol 
deep mysterious meaning, but all is sditazys joid 
silent there ; no bended knee, no uplifted ey«, no 
lip adoring, praying. Into this vast cathedral coram 
the hiunan soul seeking its Creator ; and the uni- 
versal silence is changed to sound, and the sound is 
harmonious, and has a meaning, and is comprehended 
and felt. It was an lincient saying of the Persians, 
tAae the waters rush from the mountains and hurry 
forth Into aU the lands to find th.Q liox^oi iOftftliM?QDL\ 



HTPEBION. U'5 

and the flame of the fire, when it awakes, gazes no 
more upon the ground, but mounts heayenward to 
seek the Lord of heaven ; and here and there the 
earth has built the great watch-towers of the moim- 
tains, and they lift their heads tax up into the sky, 
and gaze ^ver upward and around, to see if the Judge 
of the world comes not ! Thus in nature herself, 
without man, there, lies a waiting and hoping, a 
looking and yearning after an unknown somewhat. 
Yea ; wlien abore there, where the mountain lifts 
its head oyer all others, that it may be alone with 
the clouds and storms of heayen; the lonely eagle 
looks forth into the grey dawn, to see if the day 
comes not I when by the mountain torrent the brood- 
ing raven listens to hear if the chamois is returning 
from his nightly pasture in the valley ; and when the 
soon uprising sim calls out the spicy odours of the 
t housand flowan» the Alpine flowers, with heaven's 
deep blue, sod the blush of sunset on their leaves ; 
— 4i«n there awakes in nature, and the soul of man 
can see and comprehend it, an expectation and a 
longing for a future revelation of Qod*s majesty. It 
awakens, also, when in the Ailness of life, field and 
fiorest test at noon, and through the stillness is heard 
only the song of the grasshopper and the himi of the 
bee ; and when at evening, the singing lark, up from 
the sweet-smeUing vineyards rises, or in the later 
hours of night, Orion puts on his shining armour, to 
walk forth in the fields of hoa-vea, '^\l\.\si.^<^^^^ 
of man alone is thia longmg c\ka3a%fe^\ft ^«^x*^s!^'» 
andfaWled. For lo \ the U^\vt ^ii ^'^ «ssai«sA.:&tf 
stMabmee through the air, «ad\a \iwi>w5i^ -^^ 



106 HTPEBIOM. 

and seen; the planets hasten with more tl 
speed of the stofm through infinite space, an 
footsteps are not heard; but where the at 
strikes the firm surface of the planets, whe 
stormwind smites the wall of the mmmt'Mn 
there is the one seen and the other heard. X 
the glory of God made visible, and may be 
where in the soul of man it meets its liki 
changeless and firm-standing. Thus, then, at 
man; — a mountain on the boundary between 
worlds : its foot in one, its summit fEur-rising 
itke other. From this summit, the manifold la 
scape of lifo is Tisible, the way of the past t 
perishable, which we hare left behind us ; and, 
we evermore ascend, bright glimpses of the dc 
break of eternity beyond us ! " 

Flemming would iain have intemq»ted this di 
coarse at times, to answer and enquire, but tl 
profMsor went on, wanning and glowing mc«e ax 
more. Atlength there was a short pause, andFlen 
mingsaid: 

" All these indefinite longings, — ^these yeaminj 
after an unknown somewhat, I have folt and sti 
feel within me ; but not yet their fulfilment." 

** That is because you have not'faith," answen 
the profossor. **The present is an age of dout 
and disbelief; and darkness, out of which shall axii 
a clear and bright hereafter. In the second part • 
GK>ethe's Faust, there is a grand and striking seen 
where in the classical Walpurgis l^ight, <^ tl 
Pharsalian Plains, the mocking Mephistophdes si 
di?ma between the solemn antiqi^Ml %p\axasea«* « 
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fUMtiow tkem, and reads their riddles. The 

[ft ni JmrnmfflrfcMe wateh-flret glares all round 

ind shines upon the tenible fiiee of the arch- 

j while on either side, perere, majestie, 

alj serene, we behold the gigantio Ibrms of the 

5SQ of Ghimttra, half buried in the earth, their 

eyes gating fixedly, as if they heard through 

aMnif^t, the swift-nishing wings of the Stjrm- 

Ides, strtTing to outstrip the speed of Alddes' 

fvaf Angry griffiaa are near them ; and not fiff 

Sirens, linging their wondrous songs from the 

dng branches of the wHlow-trees I Eren thus 

5S a scoffing and imbelieTing present sit down 

cween an unknown ftitnre and a too-beUering 

St, and question and challenge the gigantic forms 

ftith, half buried in the sands of time, and garing 

rward sted&stly into the night, while sounds of 

ger and Toioes of delight alternate tcx and soothe 

B ear of man ! But the time will come, when the 

nl of man shall return again child-like and trustful 

its &ith in Gk>d, and look Ood in the &ce and 

9 ; Ibr it is an old saying, fiiU of deep, mysterious 

Mning, that he must die who hath looked upon a 

>d. And this Is the fete of the soul, that it 

(raid die continually. No sooner here on earth 

es it awake to its peculiar being, than it struggles 

behold and comprehend the spirit of life. In the 

Bt dim twilight of its existence it beholds this 

Irit, Is penraded by its energies, — is quick and 

Mtiye like the spirit itself, and yet slumbers away 

to death after haying seen iu But thft imai^ it 

9 Been irmni^ in the eUnn^'V'raccMsiQ^^G^ ^ 
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homogeneal existence, is again renewed, toA ^ 
seeming death, from moment to moment, beoomfli 
the source of kind after kind of existences in efOt- 
ascending series. The soul aspires ever onwaidto 
lore and to behold. It sees the image more peiM 
in the brightening twili^t of the dawn, in the erer 
higher-rising sun. Itsleeps again, dying in the daaie 
vision ; but the image seen remains as a permansn 
kind, and the slumberer awakes anew and eve 
higher after its own image, till at length, in the fa] 
blaze of noon-day, a being comes forth, which, lik 
the eagle, can behold the sun and die not. Hie 
both live on, even when this bodily element, th 
mist and vapour through which the young ea^ 
gased, dissolves and falls to earth." 

**I am not sure that I understand you," sai 
Flemming, ** but if I do, you mean to say, that « 
the body continually changes tnd takes unto itse 
new properties, and is not the same to-day as yei 
terday, so likewise the soul lays aside its idiosyn 
crasies, and is changed by acquiring new powen 
and thus may be said to die. And hence, properl 
speaking, the soul lives always in the present, an< 
has, and can have, no future; for ttefblnre become 
the present, and the soul that then lives in me is 
higher and more perfect soul; and so onward fc 
evermore. 

** I mean what I say," continued the professoi 

** and can find no more appropriate language to es 

press my meaning than that which I have usee 

But, as I said before, pardon must be granted to th 

novelty of wards when it 8erreta|o iHuatnto \~ 
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>«curity of things. And I think you will Bee 
^ly from what I haTe said, that tliis earthly life, 
^huk seen hereafter from heayen, will seem like an 
hna pasaed long ago/and dimly remembered ; — ^that 
long, laboziotis, frill of joys and sorrows as it is, it 
win then have dwindled down to a mere point, 
hatdly visible to the far-reaching ken of the dis- 
embodied spirit. But the spirit itself soars onward. 
Aad thus death is neither an end nor a beginning. 
It is a transition not from one existence to another, 
bat from one state of existence to another. No link 
is broken in the chain of being; anymore than pass- 
ing from infemcy to manhood, from manhood to old 
age. There are seasons of reyerie and deep abstrac- 
tion, which seem to me analogous to death. The 
soul gradually loses its consciousness of what is 
passing around it, and takes no longer cognizance of 
objects which are near. It seems for the moment to 
lutre dissolved its connection with the body. It has 
passed as it were into another state of being. It 
Hves in another world. It has flown over lands and 
seas: and holds communion with those it loves, 
in distant regions of the earth, and the more distant 
heaven. It sees familiar faces, and hears beloved 
voioes, which t»^4he bodily senses are no longer 
visible and audible. And this likewise in death; 
save that when we die, the soul returns no more to 
the dwelling it has left." 

*' You seem to take it for granted," interrupted 
Flemming, ** that in our reveries, the soul really goes 
aat of the body into distant places, instead of sum- 
ming up their semblance within itself by tha ^^et 
of memory and imaginatioTiV* 
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" Something I miiBt take for gnaited,"rBpli6d# 
professor. ** We will not discuss that point vftti 
I speak not without forethought. Just obacrfe 
what a glorious thing human life is whenssenit 
this light ; and how glorious man's destiny. I Mt; 
thou art ; he is, seems but a schoolboy's etaJQpf 
tion; buttherein lies a great mystery. TliMewofdi 
are significant of much. We behold all round about 
us one yast imion, in which no man can labopr te 
himself without labouring at the same time to aft 
others ; a glimpse of truth whidi by the uniyensl 
harmony of things becomes an inward benedictifliif 
and lifts the soul mightily upward. Still more S0| 
when a man regards himself as a necessary metnber 
of this imion. The feeling of our dignity and our 
power grows strong, when we say to ourselTes, my 
being is not objectless and in yain ; I am aneoessary 
link in the great chain, which, from the full deire- 
loppnent of consciousness in the first man, reaches 
toward into eternity. All the great* and wise, and 
good among mankind, all the benefitctors of the hu- 
man race, whose names I read in the world's history, 
and the still greater number of those whose good 
deeds have outliyed their names, — all those hare 
laboured for me. I have entered into their harvest. 
I walk the green earth which they inhabited. I 
tread in their footsteps, from which blessings grow. 
I can imdertake the sublime task which they once 
undertook — ^the task of making our common bro^ 
iharhood wiser and happier. I <;aii build toward, 
wJkere tbejr were forced to leaye oS\ vnd. \mi^ 
^i^»rer to perfection the great edifioc^>tt«aDLia«i^«& 
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pleted^ Andat lengih I, too, mutt lesre it, 
• iMiiDe. O, Hiit is the tablimest thought of 
[eaa never finish the noble task; thereinre,8o 
r Utis task is my destiny, I can never cease to 
and oonsequently never cease to be. What 
ill death cannot break off this task, which is 
finding ; consequently no period is set to my 
and I am eternal. I lift my head boldly to 
reatening mountain peaks, and to the roaring 
itf and to storm-clouds swimming in the fire- 
sihead, and say—I am eternal, and defy your 
I Break, break over me ! and thou earth, and 
leaven, mingle in the wild tumult, and ye 
Lis loam and rage, and destroy this atom of 
-4ihi8 body, which I call mine ! My will alone 
ts fixed purpose, shall hover brave and tri- 
int over the ruins of the universe ; for I have 
diended my destiny, and it is more durable 
e ! It is eternal ; and I, who recognise i^ I 
M am eternal ! Tell me, my Mend, have you 
hinthis?" 

have," answered Flemming, and there was 
T pause. He then said — 
lave listened to you patiently and without in- 
tion. Now listen to me. You complain of 
sptldsm of the age. This is one jbrm in which 
lilosophic spirit of the age presents itself. 
B tell you, that another form which it assumes 
of poetic reverie. Plato of old had dreams 
eee^ and the mystics of Klhe iBiiSdS\ft «JS»i\ %S)S^ 
eir disdpleB walk in ^e ^<s>3;^A3b3i\ %s^ 
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vxA upon their souls lie the shadows of the trees 
under which Plato taught. From their whispering 
leares comes wafted across the noiae of popiilous 
centuries a solemn and mysterious sound, which to 
them is the voice of the soul of the world. All 
nature has become spiritualised and transfigured; 
and, vTapt in beautiful, vague dreams of the real 
and the ideal, they live in this green world, like the 
little child in the German tale, who sits by the 
mnrf^n of a woodland lake, and hears the blue 
heaven and the branches overhead dispute with 
their reflection in the water, which is the reality 
and which the image. I willingly confess that such 
day-dreams as these apx>eal sizbngly to my imagina- 
tion. Visitants and att3ndants are they of those 
lofty !K)uls, which, soaring ever higher and higher, 
build themselves nests under the very eaves of the 
stars, forgetftil that they cannot live on air, but 
must descend to earth for food. Yet I recognise 
them as day-dreams only ; as shadows, not substan- 
tial things. What I mainly dislike in the new phi- 
losophy, is the cool impertinence with which an old 
idea, folded in a new garment,'looks you in the face 
and pretends not to know you, though you have 
been familiar friends from childhood. I remember 
an English author who, in speaking of your German 
philosophies, says very wisely — " Often a proposition 
of inscrutable and dread aspect, when resolutely 
grappled with, and torn from its shady den, and its 
bristling entrenchmenXA of uncoiuth. tennisLcAoCTi-- 
ajdd dragged forth, into the open ^YiX o* ^,XA\sft 
^WBw by the natural eye and tried by iiMstcVj ^wnnasi 
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standing, ptoves to be a very harmless truth, 
ir to us from old, sometimes so familiar as to 
uism. Too frequently the anxious novice is 
led of Dryden in the Battle of the Books ; 
ji a helmet of rusty iron, dark, grim, gigantic, 
ilhin it, at the fSarthest comer, is a head no 
than a walnut." Can you belieye, that these 
ever came from the lips of Carlyle } He has 
f taken the uncouth terminology of late, and 
pure, simple minds are much offended at it. 
leem to take it as a personal insult. They are 

and deny the just meed of praise. It is, 
er, hardly worth while to lose our presence of 

Let us rather profit as we may, eyen from 
^tacle, and recognise the monarch in his 
jerade. For, hooded and wrapped about 
hat strange and antique garb, there walks a 
', a most royal soid, even as the Emperor 
18 walked amid solemn cloisters under a monk's 
—A monarch still in soul. Such things are not 
L the history of the world . Ever and anon they 
over the earth, and blow themselves out soon, 
len there is quiet for a season, and the atmos- 
of truth seems more serene. Why would you 
L to the wind? "Why reason with thunder- 
rs } Better sit quiet and see them pass over 
pageant, cloudy, superb, and vast." ^ 

professor smiled self-complacently, but said 
word, Jlenuning continued: 
nil add no more than thia \ — CIciete vc« t&skd:^ 
tious in literature^ pbiLo80i^\i.7> %sAt<3oj©ss5^ 
hough pleasant to walk, in, vrA VjVsk^^J^^^^ 
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the ahadow of gre«t oAmes, yet k«d to BO iinpoftanl 
result. They resemble rather those xsaidlB ioa the 
western forests of my native hAd, whioh» tfaov^ 
broad and pleasaat at first, and lying henesith <he 
shadow of great branches, finally dwindle to a sqviv* 
rel track, and rtm np a tree t" 

Hie pro^ssor hsfrdly knew whether htt-shcald 
lan^ or be offended at this sally; and, laying his 
hand upon Fleemming^ aim, he said seiiouslyt 

**BelieTe me, my young friend, the tim* wlUeoiM 
when you will thhik more wisely oa thesa thtngs 
And with you, I trust, that time will soon eomie; 
since it moves more speedily with some than wi^ 
others. For what is time) Tbe lAiadow on tiM 
dial,-^the striking of the dock,— the miming of the 
sand, — day and night, — summer and wintn^**?' 
months, yean, omitoiieB. These are but arixtoary 
and outward signs,^>*tho measmre ef time, net tbae 
itself. Thneisthelifoofthesoul. If n0llbis»tiicn 
tell me what it is?" 

The high end animated tcme of 'v^o&ee in which the 
professor uttered l&ese words aroused the banm 
from hii sleep; and, not distinotly comprehendiBg 
what was said, but thinking the professor asked 
what time it was, he innocently exolaimed : 

<* I ahould think it must be near midnight. ' ' 

This somewhat disoonceited the professor* who 
took his leave soon afterward. When he wis gone, 
the baron said : 
*'ExcuBems{&t treating yoot ga«rt.%o cw^i^MA:^. 
Sjs tnuiaceodentaHam annoyed me nfi^ ^"^Q*^ laa^ 
/^oolreifil^ in sleep. One ^waid ^e^«"^^ ^K"*^^ 
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bf the language of thk Beet, that they alone saw any 
beautjr in nature ; and, when I hear one of thooi 
ik ee m ^ I am inftnfly reminded of Goethe's Bae- 
cdrareofly ivhm he eiLclatma ; 'The wodd was not 
before I created it ; I brought the sun up out of the 
8ea; irith mt began the dumgeM eourse of the 
d moon ; ibe day decked itself on my aoeount ; the 
» earth grew gxeen and bloeBomed to meet me; at ny 
nod, in that Hut night» the pomp of all the etara de- 
vekil^itaalf; who but I set yo« free from all the 
hoBda of FhUieter4ike, eontraetittg thoughts? I, 
he ninr cr , emaneipated as my mind aaausea me I am, 
l^adly pursue my inward light, adranee bekUy in a 
tmnsport peculiarly my own, the bright before me, 
and tiie dark behind !' — ^Do you not see a resem- 
blance } O, they might be modest enough to con- 
J law, that one straggling ray of light may, by some 

t accident, reach the blind eyes of even us poor, be- 
nighted heathm ^" 

**Alas! how little veneration we have," said 
Flemming. ** I could not help closing the disciis- 
lioa with a jest. An ill-timed levity often takes me 
by surprise. On all such occasions I think of a 
Bcene at the university, where, in the midst of a 
grave discussion on the possibility of absolute mo- 
tion, a scholar said he had seen a rock split open, 
from which sprang a toad, who could not be sup- 
posed to have any knowledge of the external world, 
and conse^uentlj his motion m.'ust'Via.N^>)eet^^)^ytf^- 
Jute, Tbe learned professor, -w'ho pT^iA^ ^>r^^\)X 
oceaaiaa, was hardly more staxded wA w^\«t!M^aft^ 
iban was our learned profeB&or, ftve tUMSKsXff^ ^»« 

^1 
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But come ; wind up your watch, and let us gc 
bed." 

*• By the way," said the baron, " did you m 
what a curious head he has ? There are two croi 
upon it." 

'^That is a sign," replied Hemming, "that 
will eat his bread in two kingdoms." 

** I think the poor man would be very thankfi 
said the baxon, with a smUe, "if he were alw 
sure of eating it in one. He is what the transc 
dentalists call a good-intoxicated man ; and I adi 
him, as Sauteul advised Bossuet, to go to Patn 
and write a new Apocalypse." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

]inX«VSBXL8 AVD OTKEK WHEELS. 

.. ▲.VBw days after this the baron receiyed letters 
firam his sister, tieUing him that her physicians had 
prescribed a few weeks at the baths of Ems, and 
urging him to meet her there before the fashionable 



*' Come," said he to Hemming ; " make this short 
journey with me. We will pass a few pleasant days 
at Ems, and Tisit the other watering-places of 
Nassau. It will drive away the melancholy day- 
dreams that haimt you. Perhaps some future bride 
is even now waiting for you, with dim presenti- 
ments and undefined longings, at the Serpent's 
Bath.". 

** Or some widow of Ems, with a cork leg !" said 
Flemming, smiling ; and then added, in a tone of 
voice half jest, half eahiest, '* Certainly ; let us go 
in pursuit of her : — 

* Whoe'er she be. 
That not impoesible she, 
That ahall oomiiiand my lieaxt oxui tea. 
Where'er she lie. 
Hidden from mortal eye, 
Xo ahady leaves of dfisVbiy.* ^ 
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Tkey started in the aftiniooa for Fnaklbrt, pm 
suing their way alowly along the loTely Bergstnssf 
famed thronghcmt Oesnumy te its beauty. Th«] 
passed the rained hofiise where Martin Lather Uij 
concealed after the Diet of Worms, and tkurafOf^ 
the Tillage of Handschohsheimer, as dd as the dinp 
of King Pepin the Short, a heni^ lying nnde^ M 
hills, half bnried in blossoms and green lea;?ii 
Close on the right rose tbe moontsins of the mys 
terioos Odenwald ; and on the left lay the Haekai 
nke a steel bow in Hie meadow. Farrier w es tw ard 
a liiin, smoky Tspoor betrayed the eome of Hi 
RJiine; beyond wMdi, like a trofabled sea, r«st fli 
bine, bflQowy Alsatian hills. Song of birds, mt 
soond of evening bells, and fragranee of swM 
blossoms flHed the air; and silent and slowsanl 
the broad red sun, half «liidden amid foldhig eloada 

"We shall not pass tiie ni^^t at Weinlteim,'' sai 
the banm to the postillkm, who had dismounted t 
walk up the bill leading to the town. "Ton mar 
drire to the mill in the Valley of Bixkenau." 

The postQlion seised one of his fitt horses by tfa 

tail, and swung himself up to his seat again. The 

rattled tbrougli the streets of Ifv einheim, and tool 

no heed of the host of the Cblden Ea^^ who stoo 

so invitingly at tiie door of his own inn ; and th 

ruins of Burg Windeck, above there, on its mona 

tain throne, frowned at them fbr harrying by, with 

oat atajdng to do him homage. 

"JTieold rain looks well from thfc\«S\3EPjC* «s 

tAe baron; but let ns beware of ti^ s^eev^*^ 

Most traveJlera ai« Uk/9 cbild»«tt; litoj tn»«^« 
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totoh. wkureer tbey bdiold. They cliab up to 
MOjr 9Ui biokctt tooth of » tBtstle which they fbid 
4iibeir wty;— get * toflaoiBft ascent end hot tun- 
flUne isr their piriBi, and come down weened and 
^appointed. I trust we are wiaer/' 
-. They czeeeed the bridgei and tuned up the stream, 
jiMstiig vndtr an arch of stooe> which aenres as a 
gitewmy to this nchaixted Valley of Biriunau. A 
eeeland lovely valley, shirt in by high hills ; shaded by 
alder-treea and tall poplara» under which mshes the 
Wieehanits, a noisy mountain bi^odk, that ever and 
non puts its broad shoulder to the idMel of a mill* 
tnd ahows that it can labour as well as lan^ At 
aaie of tiMse mills they stopped for the night. 

A null forms as characteristic a feature in the ro* 
BuyttieQcnDan landscape, as in the romantic Ghecman 
tale. It is not only a mill, but likewise an alehouse 
sad rural inn ; so that the assodationa it suggests 
aro not of labour only, bat also of pleasure. It 
steads in the nanow defile^ with its picturesque 
thatched roof; thither throng the peaaanta of a 
holiday, end there are rustic danoea under the 



In the twilight of the fast-approaching summer 
night, the baron and Flemming walked forth along 
the borders of the stream. As they heard it, rushing 
and gushing among the stones and tangled roots, 
and the great wheel turning in the current, with its 
never ceasing plash I plaak I it bxoM^Kt ta t3&s»ii 
taiads tiut ezquiflite, aimpVib fKm% (A ^^y^^^ds^^ "^ea 
Touth and the Mill-brook. It ^«fticA^(^^c&sB^»i)»* 
« ajroph, w^hich aantf to theia Vn iiift^«s«» ^ '^k*^ 
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" I am persuaded," said Hemming, ** tint in aaim 
fiUljtoimderBtaiid and Ml the popular poetegriil 
Oermany, one must be liamiliar with the GoBcmBi 
laadBcape. Bfany sweet little poems axe theoK^ 
breaks of momentary feelings ; — words, to whish 
the song of birds, the rustling of leaves, and the 
gurgling of cool waters form the appropriate music. 
Or perhaps I should say they are words, which man 
has composed to the music of nature. Can you not, 
even now, hear this brooklet telling you how it is on 
its way to the mill, where at daybreak the miller's 
daughter opens her window, and comes down to 
bathe her fisuse in its stream, andher boeom is so full 
and white, that it kindles the glow of love in the 
ciDol waters ?" 

<* A most delightful ballad, truly," said the baron. 
" But like, many others of our little songs, it re- 
quires a poet to feel and understand it. Sing them 
in the yalley and woodland shadows, and tmder the 
leafy roofs of garden walks, and at night, and alone, 
as ^ey were written. Sing them not in the loud 
world, — ^for the loud world laughs such things to 
scorn. It is Mueller ^ho says, in that little song, 
where the maiden bids the moon good eyening — 

* This song was made to be song at niglit. 
And he who reads it in the broad dayli^t. 
Will neyer read the mystery right ; 
And yet it is childlike easy V 

He ha8 written a great many pretty song^, in which 

the momentary, indefinite longings woOl Vn^sra^KA ^ 

tbe soul of man find an expteaaion. "Ha ciC^ ^Qmsk^ 

Ae Songt of a TV^andeiing HomPVKywc- T^«ifc^ 
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irttnonf them mxuiti to our present purpose. He 
in it the feeling of unrest and desire of 
lirhiGh the sight and sound of running 
(ters often produce in us. It is entitled 'Whither?' 
ft^is worth repeating to you. 

* I heard a brooklet gashing 

From its rocky foontain near, 
Down into the valley rushing, 

80 fresh and wondrons clear. 

I know not what came o'er me, 

Nor who the counsel gave ; 
But I must hasten downward. 

All with my pilgrim.«tave. 

Downward, and ever fiuiher. 

And ever the brook beside ; 
And ever fresher murmured. 

And ever clearer the tide. 

Is this fhe way I was going! 
. Whither, O, brooklet, say I 
Thou hast with thy soft murmur. 
Murmured my senses away. 

What do I say C)f a murmur? 

That can no murmur be ; 
*Tis tiie water-nymphs that are singing 

Their roundelays under me. 

Let them sing, my friend, let them murmur. 

And wander merrily near : 
The wheels of a mill are going 

In every brooklet dear.' " 

'There you have the poetic xe^enfiC' ^Kki^'^'ssss^- 
gv "and the dull prose ooiamfiinX;Bcrj «bA. «*-- 
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wm pnhihtf nggmUd by tome fadi MMlce M tlik 
mbkh we «ie now bdiokUiig. DvmbUeM tUyiMB 
okt mdioftal tradittet qmag up in the p9pn}m 
mhid u thb mig ia thie poet* t." 

«< Your opinion is oertaliilx eocnotv" nswoNdtkt 
baton ; '* and yet all this pUy of poetio fimoy dooi 
not preyesit me from feeling ike diill ni^t air, and 
the pangs of hunger. Let us go badt to the mitt, 
and see what our landlady has for su]n[»er. Did yoa 
obsenre what a loud, sharp Toice she has f" 

" People always have wbo lire in mfils, and near 
waterfaUs." 

On the following morning th^ emerged unwill- 
ingly from the green, dark valley, and journeyed 
along the level highway to n^nkfint, where in the 
evening they heard the glorious Don Giovanni of 
Mozart. Of all operas this was Flamming's &vourite. 
What rapturous flights of sound 1 what thrilling, 
pathetic chimes ! what wild, Joyous revelry of pas- 
sion! whataddizxumofsensei-^whataaei^nessloa 
of agony and woe ! all the feelings of mdUanng and 
rejoicing humanity sympathised with and finding a 
voice in those tones. Flemming and the baron 
listened with ever increasing delight. 

'* How wonderful this is 1 ** exclaimed Flemming, 

transported by hii fedingB.. **How the chorus 

swells and dies, like the wind of summer ! How 

those passages of mysterious import seem to wave 

to and fro, like the swaying branches of trees ; fitmi 

rrlueb aizan some solitary sweet voace ^Axta cA^Sia 

s bird, and AMits away and xev^ m ifitie Vtn^^*^ 

•^ano sunshine! And then mark\ Yworw, aaBo^^aw 
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.«f « JuuMbtd Toiew and a luindied instni- 
telM^ and dTiiiui» «Dd tanimpeto»--ifait 
riumt and vtMurlnMl of tha vexed eixw 
ymcan eo clearly diwtifigniiih the mitonchoily Til»a- 
ittt^fi nngl* stoiBi, toMhed bjr tiie finger,— a 
notrnfti], iMiiig ammdl Alil tbU k indeed 
hsBUMi Ufli! miMve in the nahlng, aoiey efowd» 
ill^. andd t ^^ fMHV <if g^mjiy^^ ff^ mn^ n tiboiiaaiid miop 
HJUii^. emotioiiflk dialiiietly audible to the ear of 
fbofu^t, aie the pulaatkni cf soma mdaneholy 
Hriag of the heart, toadbid by an Invieihia hand." 
Then came in the midst of these excited iddings, 
4tt^ ballel, drawing its ma^ neek about the loul. 
Aadiooa* from the tangled yet harmonious maaca 
of tib^ daaoe^ came forth a eylph-like form, her seaif 
fioaii«g behind her* aa if she were fuming the air 
wititgause-liha wiags« Nueeless as a feather or a 
tnofiHflake fiOls, did her feet touch the earth. She 
■aemnd to float in the air » and the floor to bend 
and vaTO under her, as a branch when a bird 
alii^ti upon it, and takes wing again. Loud and 
raptntotts applause followed each wonderful step, 
eaah vcdnptttousmoiFvment ; and with flushed cheek 
and a burning eye, and bosom panting to be ftee, 
stood the gracefully majestic figure for a moment 
still, and then the winged feet of the swift dancing 
gids glanced round her, and she was lost again in 
tha throng. 

«* How truly exquisite this is !" exclaimed the 

AsraOf Ader/otning loudly in the «cgi^x)AA« ^^N^\»3bI^ 

a noble ^^ure! What graoa\ N^YmiX %\**»ftssb\ 

^owmucbaoxd in erery motioivX ISov mca^^s^ 
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praMion in ereiry gesture ! I aasufeybu, itpzodnee^ 
upon me the same effiset m a beautifiil poem. It ic 
a poem. ETsry step is a word; and the whole to- 
gether a poem !" 

The baron and Flemming were delighted with the 
scene, and at the same time exceedingly amuised 
with the countenance of an old prude in Ihe* nezi 
box, who seemed to look upon the whole magic sho^ 
with such feelings as Michal, Saul's daughter, ^- 
perienoed, when she looked from her window and 
saw King Dayid dancing and leaping with his scanty 
garments. 

"After all," said Flemming, <*the old Frenct 
priest was not so fur out of the way, when he said, 
in his coarse dialect, that the dance is the deyil'i 
procession ; and paint and ornaments, the whetting 
of the deyil's sword ; and the ring that is made in 
dancing, the devil's grindstone, whereon he sharpent 
his sword ; and finally, that a ballet is the pomp and 
mass of the devil, and whosoever entereth therein, 
entereth into his pomp and mass ; for the woman 
who singeth is the prioress of the devil, and fhey 
that answer are clerks, and they that look on are the 
parishioners, and the cymbals and flutes are the 
bells, and the musicians that play are the ministen 
of the devil." 

**No doubt this good lady near Us thinks so like- 
wise," answered the baron, laughing, *<but she likei 
it for all that." 

When the play was over, the baron begged 
Flemming to sit still till the crowd had gone. 

"I have a, $trange fancy," said \ie, **^\iei\e^«c 1 
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oome to the theatre, to see the end of all things. 
When the crowd is gone, and the curtain raised 
again to air the house, and the lamps are all out. 
sa?e here and there one behind the scenes, the con* 
trast with what has gone before is most impressive. 
Brary thing wean a dream-like aspect. The empty 
hoxea and frtalla, — the silence,— the smoky twilight, 
and the magic scene dismantled, produce in me a 
strange myaterious Heeling. It is like a dim reflec- 
tioB of a theatre in water, or in a dusty mirror ; and 
teminda me of some of Hoffinann's wild tales. It is 
a practical moral lesson, — a conmientary on the play, 
and make the show complete." 

It was truly as he said: only tenfold more desolate, 
mniamn, and impressive; and produced upon the 
mind the offset we experience when slumber is sud* 
denly broken, and dreams and realities mingle, and 
we know not yet whether we sleep or wake. At 
they at length passed out through the dimly-lighted 
passage^ they heard a vulgar looking fellow, with a 
aenenal fiice and shaggy whiskers, say to some per- 
SQU who werestanding near him, and seemed to be 
hangers-on of the playhouse — 

** I shall run her six nights at Munich, and then 
take her on to Vienna." 

Flamming thought he was speaking of some fa- 
vourite horse. He was speaking of his beautifiil 
wife, the ballet-dancer. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

OLD HTTMBTTO. 

WHATttoctintetMled ourtTsv^Un in thesMiMt 
dtj oi Frankfort, wm nettker the opem not tb# 
Ariaiii^A of Dannecker, but the kooee in iHdch 
Goethe was bom, and tii» aeenea he fteqsenled hi 
his efaildhood, a&d yemembered ki his old age, 
Qtkch for eoounple are 1^ walks azoiiBd tiie eitf r 
outside 1^ moat ; tfie hri^^ orer tiie Haiae, widi 
the goldeii eockon the cross, which the poet MuM 
aad marvefied at when a hoy; the doistor of tlltt 
Bardbeted Friass, tiirougk whieh he stole wiih 
mjttmkmB awe to sit by the mklodi-tooverod tiMe 
ef old Rector Albreeht ; aad the gaidsA in whieli 
his grandfather walked up and down amoog hdt^ 
trees and roee-bnshes, ia long monuig gown, black 
yelyet cap, and the antique leaA«r glo'ves^ whii^ he 
annually receired as mayor on Pipera^Dowsday, 
representing a kind of middle peEBOoage be twc n 
AJcinous and Laertes. Thus, O Genioa! are. ffey 
foot-prints hallowed; and the star shines for ever 
over the place of thy nativity. 

« Your English critics may rail as they list," said 
tie baron, while he and Flemmmg wexa t^tazfiani^ 
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from a stroll in the leafy gardens oatside the moat ; 
*' bat after all, Ooethe was a magnificent old fellow. 
Only think of his life : his yondi of paiaion, alter- 
nauAj aipiring and deaponding» atonajr, impetooaa. 
Headlong ; hia romantle manhood, in wfaiidi paaaion 
assomea the form of strength ; aaaidnoas, earefoU 
tolling without haate, without seat ; and hia sublime 
old age,— the age of aezene and daasic repose, where 
he stands like Atlas, aa Claudian has painted him 
in Ae Battle of the Qianta, holding the world aloft 
Ofon hia head, the ooean-etreama hard teacn in his 
hoary locks." 
**A good illnatratioB of what the world oaOa hia 



**Aad do you knew I rather like tids indif* 
fenntisia^ Did you nerer hare the mislbfCnne to 
lire in a community, where « difEUnilty in the parish 
aassMd to annouaee the end of the world ^ or to 
know one of the benefactors of the humaii race, in 
^e iFSty *ftorm andpgesauie period' of his indiscreet 
eathusiaam? If you have, I think you will aeeaom*- 
thing beautiful in the calm and dignified attitude 
whMdi the old philosopher asaumea." 

*«It is a pity that his admirco had not a little of 
thia philoeophie coelness* It amuaca mete read the 
▼azieaaapithets which they apply to him: l!hedear, 
dear Man ! The hfe-enjoying Man ! The AH* 
sided One I The RepresentatiTe of Peetiy npeo 
earth t The Many-stded-Masterwrnlnd of Oenumy ! 
His enemies rush into the other extreme, and hurl 
■I kim the Heaoe names of Old Hundrngl and Old 
Heathen ; which hit like pi^WfoS^s^ar 
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" I confess he was no saint." 

" No ; his philosophy is the old ethnic philoso- 
phy. You will find it all in a conrenient and con- 
centrated portable form in Horace's beautiful Ode 
to Thaliarcus. What I most object to in the old 
gentleman is his sensuality." 

**0 nonsense. Nothing can be purer than the 
Iphigenia ; it is as cold and passionless as a marble 
statue." 

*' Very true ; but you cannot say the same of some 
of the Roman Elegies, and of that monstrous book 
the Elective Affinities." 

" Ah, my friend, Goethe is an artist, and looks 
upon all things as objects of art merely. Why 
should he not be allowed to copy in words what 
painters and sculptors copy in colours and in marble?" 

** The artist shows lus character in the choice of 
Ms subject. Goethe never sculptured an Apollo, 
nor painted a Madonna. He gives us only sinful 
Magdalens and rampant Fauns. He does not so 
much idealise as realise." 

** He only copies nature." 

** So did the artists who made the bronxe lamps of 
Pompeii. Would you hang one of those in your 
hall? To say that a man is an artist and copies 
nature is not enough. There are two great schools 
of art; the imitative and the imaginative. The 
latter is the most noble, and most enduring ; and 
Qpetihe belonged rather to the former. Have you 
TeadMenEeL*§ attaek upon himV 
"It igf truly ferocious. . The 8ua\>\M^ '^w^ 'mV* 
Aim luatUy. j i^^pe you do not wSf^ ^^^oin^'* 
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** By no means. He goes too tax. He blames the 
poet ibrnot being a politician. He might as well 
. blaau him for not being a missionary to the Ssokd- 
wich Idsiids." 
. ** And what do you think of Eckermann ?" 

«« I think he is a toady ; a kind of German Bos- 
well. lGk)€ihe knew he was drawing his portrait, 
and attitudinised accordingly. He works very hard 
to make a Saint Peter out of an old Jupiter, as the 
Galiholics did at Rome.'' 

^ Well* call him Old Humbug, or Old Heathen, 
or what you please ; I maintain, that with all his 
soon and short comings, he was a glorious specimen 
of a man." 

*^He certainly was. Did it ever occur to you 
that he was in some points like Ben Franklin ? a 
kind of rhymed Ben Franklin ? The practical ten- 
Hiency of his mind was the same ; lus love of science 
vaa the same ; his benignant, philosophic spirit was 
the same; and a' vast number of his little poetic 
maxims and soothsayings seem nothing more than 
the worldly wisdom of poor Richard, versified." 

** What most offends me is, that now eyery German 
jackass must have a kick at the dead lion." 

" And every one who passes through Weimar must 
throw a book upon lus grave, as travellers did of old 
a stone upon the grave of Manfredi, at Ben^rento. 
But of all that has been said or simg, what most 
pleases me is Heine's apologetic, if I may so call vV 
in which he says, that the minox ^^oeXa, ^^^t\s^ ^^cra^- 
ngbed under the imperial reign oi Qtoe^^ft^ * \^ji««ML^ 
a young forest, where the treea ftiftl a^va^ ^OwK^t ^^ 
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magnitude after the ofik of a hundred years, -mkoee 
branches had towered above and ovanimdowed 
them, has fallen. There was not wanting an of^o- 
sition, that strove against Goethe, this majestiD tree. 
Men of the most warring opinions tmited tfumwelves 
for the contest. The adherents of the old fiiith, the 
orthodox, were vexed, fSbat in the trunk of the vast 
tree, no niche with its holy image was to be ilkmnd; 
nay, that even the naked Dryads of iwigasiisai were 
permitted to play their witchery there ; and gladly, 
with consecrated axe, would they have imitated the 
holy Boni£Bu;e, and levelled the enchanted oak to 
the ground. The followers of the new Mth, tlie 
apostles of liberalism, were vexed on the other haad> 
that the tree could not serve as the tree of liberty, 
or, at any rate, as a bairicade. In fact, tiie tree was 
too high ; no one could plant the red cap upon its 
Bimmiit, or dance the Carmagnole beneath its 
branches. The multitude, however, venerated this 
tree for the very reason, that it reared itself with 
such independent grandeur, and so graciously filled 
the world with its odour, while its branches, stream- 
ing magnificently toward heaven, made it appear as 
if the stars were only the golden fruit of its won- 
drous limbs.' Don't you think that beautiful?" 

** Yes, very beautiful. And I am glad to see that 
you find something to admire in my favourite author, 
notwithstanding his £railties ; or, to use an old Gher- 
man saying, that yon can drive the hens out of the 
garden without trampling dowiit\ie\)edA** 
''J5r«r» 28 the (M goiileman iMmacai V' «w^»Sa»KA. 
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*' Whfire ?*' died the baron, as if for the moment 
• lie expected to see the liidng figure of the poet walk- 
ixLg befiore them. 

** Here at the window, — ^the full-length cast. £x- 
celleBDLt, is it not. He is dressed as usiuii, in his long 
yeUofw nankeoisnrtoat, wi& a white ersyat crossed 
in irai^. What a magnificent head ! and what a 
posture ! He stands like a tower of strength. And, 
by heayens ! he was nearly eighty years old when 
thmt was made." 

•• How do you know ?'* 
** You can see by the date on the pedestaL" 
** Yam are right. And yet how erect he stands, 
with his square shoulders braced bac^, and his hands 
behind him. He looks as if he were standing before 
the fire. I feel tempted to put a lire coal into his 
hand, it lies so invitingly half-open. Gleim's de- 
scription of him, soon after he went to Weimar, is 
Tery different from this. Do you recollect it ?" 
"No, I do not." 

" It is a story, which good old &ther Gleim used 
to tell with great delist. He was one erening read- 
ing the Gottingen Musen Almanadi in a select 
J9cxnety at Weimar, when a young man came in, 
dxess^ in a short, green shooting jacket, booted 
and spurred, and having a pair of brilliant black 
Italian eyes. He in turn offered to read ; but find- 
ing probably the poetry of the Musen Almanach of 
that year rather too inspired for him, he soon be^an. 
to improvise the wildest and most isnXasiJasi. ^^srsks& 
imaginable, and ia all possible ioTma«Ci3^'n^^^»5a«6»' 
aZ/ the wbUe pretending to xeajQi feoiiL ^^ "^^^ 
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* That is either Go«the or the Deyil,' said good oM 
father Gleim toWeiland, who sat near him. XT 
which the 'Great I of Osmannstadt' replied: '^ 
is both, for he has the Deyil in him to-night ; an^ 
at such times he is like a wanton colt, that fling? 
out before and behind, and you will do well not tc 
go near ^itt^ !* " 

" Very good !*' 

'* And now that noble figure is but mould. Onl] 
a few months ago those majestic eyes looked for thi 
last time on the light of a pleasant spring morning 
Calm, like il god, Uie old man sat, and with a 8mil( 
seemed to bid farewell to the light of day, on whid 
he had gazed for more than eighty years. Book 
were near him, and the pen which had just dropped 
as it were from his dying fingers. ' Open the shut 
ters, and let in more light!' were the last word 
that came from those lips. Slowly stretching f;^ 
his hand, he seemed to write in the air ; and as i 
sank down again and was motionless, the spirit o 
the old man departed." 

'* And yet the world goes on. It is strange ho^ 
soon, when a great man dies, his place is filled ; ant 
so completely, that he seems no longer wanted. Bu 
let us step in here, I wish to buy that cast, and sen< 
it home to a friend." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

YRB OXTLIOBT OF THB DWABFB, AKD THE FALLINO 
STAB. 

- Afteb lingering a day or two in Frankfort, the 
two friends struck across through Hochheim to the 
Bhine, and then up among the hills of the Kheingau 
to Schlangenbad, where they tarried only to hathe 
and dine, and then pursued their way to Langen- 
schwalbach. The town lies in a yalley, with gentle 
sloping hills around it, and long avenues of poplars 
leading forth into the fields. One interminable 
street cuts the town in twain, and there are old 
houses with curious fSaces carved upon their fronts, 
and dates of the olden time. 

Our travellers soon sallied forth from their hotel, 
impatient to drink the strength-giving waters of the 
fountains. They continued their walk fax up the 
valley, under the poplars. The new grain was wav- 
ing in the fields ; the birds singing in the trees and 
in the air ; and everything seemed glad, save a poor 
old man, who came tottering out of the woods with 
3 heavy bundle of sticks on bi& shoviiXdi^x^. 
Betuming upon their steps, they ^^aae^ ^o-TrcL^^^ 
ralleyand thioxtgti the long sttee^\ V> ^^\J«ssi^5^ 
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down old Lutheran ehurch. A flight of Btone steps 
leads from the street to the green terrace or platform 
on which the church stands, and which, in ancient 
times, was the church-yard, or, as the Germans more 
devoutly say, God's-acre; where generations are 
scattered like seeds, and that which is sown in cor- 
ruption shall be raised hereafter in incorruption. 
On the steps stood an old man, — a very old man, — 
holding a little girl by the hand* He took off bis 
greasy cap as they passed, and wished them good- 
day. His teeth were gone ; he could hardly articu- 
late a syllable. The baron asked him how oid the 
church was. He gave no answer; but when the 
question was repeated, came dose up to them, and 
taking off his ci^ again, turned his eair attentively, 
and said — 

" I am hard of hearing." 

** Poor old man," said Hemming ; <<.hei8a»much 
a ruin as the church we are entering. It will not be 
long before he, too, shall be sown as the seed in this 
God's-acre." 

Jhe little girl ran into a house dose at hand, and 

brought otit the great key. The church door swung 

open, and descending a few steps, they passed 

through a low-roofbd passage into the church. All 

was in ruin. The gravestones in the pavement were 

started from their place ; the vaults beneath yawned ; 

the roof above was fSedHng piecemecd; there were 

rents in the old tower ; and mysterious passages, and 

sj'de doora with, crazy flights oi vroo^kwa. ik\«^,'\«fc^.- 

-M5^ d(7?ni into the church-yard. Axs»A.^V:fca»TQMi. 

one thing only stood erect; Vt ife* ^ «^^**?^^ ^ ' 
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kaight lA mnoottr, ttaading in • nkhe under the 
pulpit. 

<' WKq i9 thi4 ?" Bidd Flemming to the old sexton ; 
** who is this, that stands here so solemnly in mar- 
ine, and seems to be keeping gnard oyer the dead 
nett below?" 

••I do not know," replied the old man; "but I 
haTe heard my grandictther say it was the statue of 
a great warrior.*' 

^ Th&te is history for you !" exclaimed the baron. 
** There is fame I To haye a statue of marble, and 
yet have your name forgotten by the sexton of your 
parish, who can remember only, that he onee heard 
lus grandfather say that you were a great warrior !" 

Flemming made no reply» for he was thinking of 
the days when from that old pulpit, some bold re- 
former thundered down the first tidings of a new 
doctrine, and the roof echoed with the grand old 
hymns of Martin Luther. 

When he communicated his thoughts to the baron, 
the only answer he received was—* 

** Alter all, what is the use of so much preaching ? 
Do you think the fishes that heard the sermon of St, 
Anthony were, any better than those who did not ? 
I commend to your fayourable notice the fish-sermon 
of this saint, as recorded by Abraham a Santa Clara. 
You will find it in your favourite Wonder-Horn." 

Thus passed the day at Langenschwalbaeh ; and 
the evening at Allee-Saal was quite solitary, for as 
yet no oompaay had arrived to filii \X;& ^^t^»a^:)«c^^^^ 
ait under the trees before the doot. TtL<fcTv^'xX'S»ss^' 
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the German'8 heart was- beating with strong desire 
to embrace his sister, and the heart of his friend 
cared little whither he went, so be it he were not too 
much alone. 

After a few hours' drive, they were looking down 
from the simmiit of a hill right upon the house tops 
of Ems. There it lay, deep simk in the hollow be- 
neath them, as if some inhabitant of Sirius, like him 
spoken of in Voltaire's tale of Micromegas, held it 
in the hollow of his hand. High and peaked rise 
the hills, that throw their shadows into this romantic 
valley, and at their base winds the River Lahn. 
Our travellers drove through the one long street, 
composed entirely of hotels and lodging houses. 
Sick people looked out of the windows as they 
passed. Others were walking leisurely up and 
down, beneath the few decapitated trees, which re- 
present a public promenade ; and a boy, with a blue 
frock and crimson cap, was driving three donkeys 
down the street. In short they were in a fashion- 
able watering-place, as yet sprinkled only by a few 
pattering drops of the summer rain of strangers, 
which generally follows the first hot days. 

On alighting at the London Hotel, the baron found 

— not his sister, but only a letter from her, saying 

she had changed her mind and gone to the baths of 

Franconia. This was a disappointment, which the 

baron pocketed with the letter, and said not a word 

more about either. It was his way — his life-philoso- 

pAj^ in Bjnall tbingB and great. In. l3a» c^wdm^^ ^^"V 

went to an aesthetic tea, at the "houae oS. VX^ft "^rwa. 

-Darnell, the wife of a rich banket ot -Frw^sBft. 
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"I must tell you about this Frau Cranich,*' said 
the baron to Flemming, on the way. " She is a 
woman of talent and beauty, and just in the prime 
of life. But, unfortunately, very ambitious. Her 
mania is, to make a figure in the fiEuihionable world ; 
and to this end she married a rich banker of Frank- 
fort, old enough to be her father, not to say her 
grand&ther, hoping, doubtless, that he woidd soon 
die ; for, if ever a woman wished to be a widow, she 
is that woman. But the old fellow is tough and 
-won't die. Moreover he is deaf, and crabbed, and 
penurious, and half the time bed-ridden. The wife 
is a model of virtue, notwithstanding her weakness. 
She nurses the old gentleman as if he were a child. 
And, to crown all, he hates society, and will not 
hear of his wife receiving or going into company." 

** How, then, can she give soirees ?" asked Flem- 
ming. 

"I was just going to tell you," continued the 
baron. ** The gay lady has no taste for long even- 
ings with the old gentleman in the back chamber ; 
for being thus chained like a criminal under Mezen- 
tius, face to face with a dead body. So she put him 
to bed first and—" 

" Gives him opiimi." 

'' Yes, I dare say : and then gives herself a soiree, 
without his knowing any thing about it. This course 
of deception is truly hateful in itself, and must be 
particularly so to her, for she is not a low or an im- 
maral woman ; but one of those "wViO Tia\ \iKsrva% 
strength enough to complete the aacnl^ee ^^Vv^^ 
^fj^'T^ ^^"^^ to conmience, «te\i^Xx«^^^"^'^ 
« hfe ofduphcity and faUehood,- 
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They had now reached the house, and were ush- 
ered into a romn gaily lighted and filled with guests. 
The hostess came forward to receiye them, dressed 
in white, and sailing down the room like a swan. 
When the customary salutationa had passed, and 
Flemming had been duly presented, the baron said, 
not without a certain degree of malioev — 

*' And, my dear Frau Kranieh, how is your good 
husband to-night }'* 

This question was about as discreet as a cannon- 
ball. But the lady replied in the simplicity of her 
heart, and not in the least disconcerted, — 

** The same as ever my dear baron. It is astonish- 
ing how he holds out. But let us not talk of these 
things now. I. must introduce your Mend to his 
countryman, the Grand Duke of Mississippi ; alike 
remarkable for his wealth, his modesty, and the ex- 
treme simplicity of his maimers. He drives only six 
horses. Besides, he is known as a man of learning 
and piety : — ^has his private chapel, and private cl«- 
gyman, who always preaches against the vanity of 
worldly riches. He has also a private secretary, 
whose sole duty it is to smoke to him, that he may 
enjoy the aroma of Spanish cigars, without the 
trouble of smoking.'* 

** Decidedly a man of genius !'* 

Here Flemming was introduced to his inustadous 
countryman ; a person who seemed to consist chiefly 
of linen, such a display did he makeof ooUar» bosom, 
and wriatbands, 
'*Pray Mr. flenmung what do -jo^ ^Qtoa^^ ^«iM8^ 
Jiembrandtr' aaid he, pointmij to«.^'«^^«^ ^"^ 
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mdl, ** EzquuKte picture ! The grandeur of senti? 
fflent and splendour of chiaroecuro ne of the first 
Older. Just obserre the liquidity of the water, and 
te silTeryneee of the clouda. Great power ! There 
if a faraTura of handling in that picture, sir, which 
y eq uir e a the eye of the connoisseur to appreciate.'* 

** Tea, a meet undoubted'-Kx>py V* 

And here their oonyersation ended; for at that 
moment the little Moldavian Prince Jerkin made his 
way through -the crowd, with his snuiT-box in his 
hand, and hurried up to Flemming, whom he had 
known in Heidelberg. He was eager to let every 
one know that he spoke English, and in his haste 
began bv Tnakijug a mistake. 

••Goodbye! Goodbye! Mr. Flemming !" said 
he^ instead of good evening. ** I am ravished to see 
yoa in Sms. Nice plaee ; — all that there is of most 
nice. I drink my water and am good ! Do you not 
think the Frau Kranieh has a very beautifid leather f *' 

He meant skin. Flemming laughed outright ; but 
it waa not perceived by the prince, because at that 
moment he was pushed aside, in the rush of a gal- 
lopade, and Flemming beheld his face no more. At 
the same moment the baron introduced a friend of 
his, who also spoke English, and said — 

" You will sup with me to-night, I have some 
Rhine wine, which will be a seduction to you." 

Soon after the baron stood with an impassioned 
romantic lady leaning on his ann« examining a copy 
of Bapbael'B JPomarina. 
"Ah! Iwiahlliad been t^'EonuBcnsub^^^ ^asgas^ 
the impassioned, romaatic lady. 
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"Then, my dear madam,*' replied the baron, **'. 
wish I had been Raphael." 

And so likewise said to himself a very tall mai 
with fiery red hair, and fancy whiskers, who wa 
waltzing round and round in one spot, and in a mot 
extraordinary waistcoat ; thus representing a fiery 
floating light, to warn men of the hidden rocks, 03 
which the breath of vanity drives them to sh^ 
wreck. At length his partner, tired of spinning 
sank upon a 8o£E^ like a child's top, when it reel 
and faUs. 

"You do not like the waltz?" said an elder! 
French gentleman, remarking the expression c 
Flemming's countenance. 

** O yes ; among the fig^urantes of the Opera. Bu 
I confess, it sometimes makes me shudder to see 
young rake clasp his arms roimd the waist of a ptu 
and innocent girl. What would you say, were yo 
to see him sitting on a sofet with his arms round you 
wife?" 

" Mere prejudice of education,*' replied the Frenc 
gentleman. " I know that situation. I have read a] 
about it in the Bibliotheque de Romans Choisis !*' 

And merrily went the dance ; and bright eyes an 
flushed cheeks were not wanting among the dancers 

« And fhey waxed red, axid waxed warm, 
And rested pantiner, arm in arm." 

And the Strauss-waltzes sounded pleasantly in th 

ears of Flemmingf who, thou^ "Vi© tuctci ^asglsw 

r^^ like Henry of Ofterdingen, m liXift^B^^B^ 

^ovalia, thought to music. TYie ^\ie^ia% Nwtoa 
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^ wheels of his fancy going. And thus the mo- 
i&entB ^ded on, and the footsteps of Time were not 
Wd amid the sound of music and voices. 

Bat suddenly this scene of gaiety was interrupted. 
^ door opened wide, and the short figure of a 
9vy-haixed old man presented itself, with a flushed 
eoantenance and wild eyes. He was but half dressed, 
and in his hand held a silver candlestick without a 
^f^ A sheet was wound round his head, like a 
ttirban ; and he tottered forward with a vacant, be- 
>rildered look, exclaiming, — 
'* I am Mahomet, the King of the Jews !*' 
At the same moment he fell in a swoon, and was r 
borne out of the room by the servants. Flemming 
looked at the lady of the festival, and she was deadly 
pale. ?or a moment all was confusion; and the 
dance and the music stopped. The impression pro- 
duced on the company was at once ludicrous and 
awful. They tried in vain to rally. The whole so- 
■ ciety was like a dead body, from which the spirit has 
departed. Ere long the guests had all dispersed, and 
left the lady of the mansion to her mournful, expir- 
ing lamps, and still more mournful reflections. 

"Truly," said Flemming to the baron, as they 
wended their way homeward, ** this seems not like 
reality ; but like one of the sharp contrasts we find 
in novels. Who shall say, after this, that there is 
not more romance in real life than we find written 
in books !" 
"Iif at more romance,'* said the baxoii, ^^\svA^^o^- 
Ibrent romance," 
-A 8tm more tragic scene liad \>eea \)!m»X «^«ssff^ 
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enacted in Heidelberg. Just as the snn set, two 
female figures walked along the romantic woodland 
pathway leading to the Angel's Meadow^ a little 
green opening on the brow of one of the high hnis, 
which see themselves in the Neckar, and hear the 
solemn belk of Kloster Neuburg. The erening sha- 
dows were MUng broad and long ; and the cuckoo 
b^an to sing. 

" Cuckoo ! Cuckoo !" said the eldest of the two 
figures, repeating an old German popular rhyme — 

** Cackoo ! Cuckoo I 
Tell me true. 
Tell me fair and fine, 
How long most I mmiarried pine 1" 

It was the voice of an evil spirit, that spoke in the 
person of Madeleine ; and the pale and shrinking 
figure that walked by her side, and listened to those 
words, was Emma of Bmenau. A young man joined 
them, where the path turns into the thick wood- 
lands; and they disappeared among the shadowy 
branches. It was the Polish coimt. 

The forget-me-nots looked up to heaven with their 
meek blue eyes, from their home in the Angel's 
Meadow. Calmly stood the moimtain of All Saints, 
in its majestic, holy stillness ; — ^the river flowed so 
far below that the murmur of its waters was not 
heard ; there was not a sigh of the evening wind 
among the leaves, — not a soimd upon the earth not 
in the air; — and yet that night thexe fell a star from 
Jiearen ! 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE PAKTINO. 

It was now that season of the year which an old 
English writer calls the amiable month of June, and 
hi that hour of the day when, face to face, the rising 
inoon beholds l&e setting sun. As yet the stars 
\rere few in hearen ; but, after the heat of the day, 
the coolness and the twilight descended like a bene- 
dictioh upon the earth, by all those gentle sounds 
attended, which are the meek companions of the 
night. 

Flenmung and the baron had passed the afternoon 
at the castle. They had Tambled once more together, 
and for the last time', over the magnificent ruin. On 
the morrow they were to part, perhaps for ever. 
The baron was going to Berlin to join his sister; and 
Flemming, driven forward by the restless spirit 
within him, longed once more for a change of scene, 
and was going to the Tyrol and Switzerland. Alas ! 
he never said to the passing hour, ** Stay, for thou 
art firir !" but reached forward into the dark ftLture^ 
iritb nnsatisAed longings and. a3xx\\stti& ^<esa%Rik^^^^&s^ 
w«re never still, 
A* the day was closing, they aaX Slonto. ot^^^'^ss^' 
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race of Elizabeth's garden. The sun had set beyond 
the blue Alsatian hills ; and on the valley of the 
Rhine fell the purple mist, Uke the mantle of the 
departing prophet from his fiery chariot. Over the 
castle walls, and the trees of the garden, rose the 
large moon, and between the contending daylight 
and moonlight there were as yet no shadows. But 
at length the shadows came — ^transparent and faint 
outlines, that deepened into form. In the valley be- 
low only the river gleamed like steel, and here and 
there the lamps were lighted in the town. Solemnly 
stood the leafy linden trees in the garden near them, 
their trunks in darkness and their summits bronzed 
with moonlight ; and in his niche in the great round 
» tower, overhung with Ivy, like a majestic phantom, 
stood the grey statue of Louis, with his venerable 
beard, and shirt of mail, and flowing mantle ; and 
the mild, majestic countenance looked forth into 
the silent night as the countenance of a seer, who 
reads the stars. At intervals the wind of the stun- 
mer night passed through the ruined castle and the 
trees, and they sent forth a sound as if nature were 
sighing in her dreams ; and for a moment overheard 
the broad leaves gently clashed together, like brazen 
cymbals, with a tinkling sound, and then all was 
still, save the sweet, passionate song of nightingales, 
that nowhere upon earth sing more sweetly than in 
the gardens of Heidelberg Castle. 

The hour, the scene, and the near approaching 

separation of the two young friends, had filled their 

hearts with a pleasant, though at the same time not 

painless excitement. They had been conversing 
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about the magnificent old ruin, and the ages in which 
it had been built, and the yicissitudcs of time and 
war, that had battered down its walls, and left it 
**te9aantle88, save to the crannying wind." 

'* How BOZTOwfol and sublime is the face of that 
statue yonder," said Flemming. '* It reminds me of 
the old Danish hero Beowulf; for careful, sorrowing, 
lie aeeth in his son's bower the wine-hall deserted, 
the resort of the wind, noiseless. The knight sleep- 
eth ; the warrior lieth in darkness ; there is no noise 
of the harp, no joy in the dwellings, Ss there was 
before." 

" Even as you say," replied the baron ; " but it 
often astonishes me, that, coming from that fresh, 
green world of yours beyond the sea, you shoidd 
£eel so much interest in these old things ; nay, at 
times, seem so to have drunk in their spirit, as really 
to live in the times of old. For my part, I do not see 
what charm there is in the pale and wrinkled coun- 
tenance of the past so to entice the soid of a young 
man. It seems to me like falling in love with one's 
grandmother. Give me the present ; — ^warm, glow- 
ing, palpitating with life. She is my mistress ; and 
the future stands waiting like my wife that is to be, 
for whom, to tell the truth, I care very little just 
now. Indeed, my friend, I wish you would take 
more heed of this philosophy of mine, and not waste 
the golden hours of youth in yain regrets for the past, 
and indefinite, dim longings for the future. Youth 
comes but once in a lifetime." 

•* Therefore," said Flemming, " let us so enjoy it 
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as to be still young when we are old. For my part, 
I grow happier as I grow older. When I compare 
my sensations and enjoyments now with what they 
were ten years ago, the comparison is vastly in 
fayour of the present. Much of the fever and fret- 
fiilness of life is over. The world and I look each 
other more calmly in the face. My mind is more 
self-possessed. It has done me good to be somewhat 
parched by the heat, and drenched by the rain of 
life." 

** Now you speak like an old philosopher," an- 
swered the baron, laughing. "But you deceive 
yoiurdelf. I never knew a more restless, feverish 
spirit than yours. Do not think you have gained 
the mastery yet. You are only riding at anchor here 
in an eddy of the stream ; you will soon be swept 
away again in the mighty current and whirl of ac- 
cident. Do not trust this momentary calm. I know 
you better than you know yourself. There is some- 
thing Faust-like in you ; you woidd fain grasp the 
highest and the deepest, and 'reel from desire to 
ei^oyment, and in enjoyment languish for desire.' 
When a momentary change of feeling comes over 
you, you think the change permanent, and thus live 
in constant self deception." 

** I confess," said Flemming, ** there may be some 

truth in what you say. There are times when my 

4)ul is restless, and a voice sounds within me like 

the trump of an archangel, and thoughts that were 

buried long ago come out of thevi ^aivea. M. «vxOr. 

times my iavourite occupatioivs an^ -^Arrew^vXa xvo 
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longer charm me. The qiiiet face of nature seems to 
nwck me." 

** There certainly are seasons," replied the baron, 
"when nature seems not to sympathise with her be- 
loved children. She sits there so eternally calm and 
self-possessed, so very motherly and serene, and 
cues so little whether the heart of her child breaks 
or not, that at times I almost lose my patience. 
About that, too, she cares so little, that out of sheer 
obstinacy, I become good humoured again, and then 
she smiles.'* 

" I think we must confess, however," continued 
Jlemming, " that aU this springs from our own im- 
perfection, not from hers. How beautiful is this 
green world which we inhabit. See, yonder, how 
the moonlight mingles with the mist. What a glo- 
rious night is this ! Truly every man has a Paradise 
around him until he sins, and the angel of an accus- 
ing conscience drives him from his Eden. And even 
then there are holy hours, when this angel sleeps, 
and man comes back, and with the innocent eyes of 
a child, looks into his lost Paradise again — ^into the 
broad gates and rural solitudes of nature. I feel 
this often. We have much to enjoy in the quiet and 
retirement of our own thoughts. Boisteroixs mirth 
and loud laughter are not my mood : I love that 
tranquility of sold in which we feel the blessing of 
existence, and which in itself is a prayer and a 
thanksgiving. I find, however, that as I grow older ^ 
Hove the country less, and the city "mox^r 
" Yes, " interrupted the barou •, ** «oA ^ft^vfc-oJ^ 
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you will love the city less, and the country more. 
Say at once, that you hare an undefined longing for 
both, and prefer town or country, according to the 
mood you are in. I think a man must be of a very 
quiet and happy nature who can long endure the 
country ; and moreover, very well contented with 
his own insignificant person, very self-complacent, 
to be continually occupied with himself and his own 
thoughts. To say the least, a city life makes one 
more tolerant and liberal in his judgment of others. 
One is not eternally wrapped up in self>contempla- 
tion ; which, after all, is only a more holy kind of 
vanity." 

In conversation like this the hours passed away, 
till at length, from the Giant's Tower, the caaUe 
clock struck twelve, with a soimd that seemed to 
come from the middle ages. Like watchmen from 
their belfries, the city clocks answered it, one by 
one. Then distant and muffled sounds were heard. 
Inarticulate words seemed to blot the foggy air, as if 
written on wet paper. These were the beUs of Hand- 
schuhseimer, and of other villages on the broad 
plain of the Khine, and among the hilLs of the 
Odenwald — mysterious soimds that seemed not of 
this world. 

Beneath them, in the shadow of the hills, lay the 

valley, like a fathomless, black gulf; and above were 

the cloistered stars, that, nun-like, walk the holy 

alaleis of heaven. The city yr^k asleep in the valley 

below ; — all asleep and silent, ftave liSafc <^«3ka,^Caax 

^'^ Just struck twelve, and th© ^««xi3a%. ^^^'so. 
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««tii«roockB, that were swimmmg in the moonshine 
ike golden fishes in a glass vase. And again the 
/rind of the summer night passed through the old 
castle and the trees, and the nightingales recorded 
under the dark, shadowy leaves, and the heart of 
Plemming was fulL 

When he had retired to his chamber, a feeling of 
utter loneliness came oyer him. The night before 
one begins a journey is always a dismal night ; for, 
as Byron says, — 

** In leaving even the moet unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple.'* 

And how much more so when the place and people 
are pleasant, as was the case with those that Flem- 
ming was now leaving. No wonder he was sad and 
sleepless. Thoughts came and went, and bright and 
gloomy fancies, and dreams and visions, and sweet 
fiices looked under his closed eyelids, and vanished 
away, and came agaii^ and again departed. He 
heard the clock strike from hour to hour, and said, 
•• Another hour is gone." At length the birds began . 
to sing, and ever and anon the cock crew. He arose 
and looked forth into the grey dawn, and before him 
lay the city he was so soon to leave, all white and 
ghastly, like a city that had arisen from the grave. 

** All things must change," said he to the baron, 

as he embraced him, and held him by the hand. 

" Friends must be torn asunder, and swept along in 

the current of events, to see each. o\k<&T ^^ts^ «c^^ 

percbmce no more. For ever andeNetSsi^'fc ^^ 
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of time and accident we whirl away. Besides y 
some of UJ4 ha-ve & perpetual motion in our w 
heads, as Wodenblock had in his wooden leg 
like him, we travel on» without rest or sleej 
have hardly time to take a friend by the hi 
passing, and at length are seen hurrying th 
some distant land, worn to a skeleton, ai 
unknown," 



HYPEfelON 



A ROMANCE. 



HENKY W. LONGFELLOW, 



AUTHOR or ** VOXCBB OF THB MIGHT, AMD OTHSK POBU/ 



** LodL not moomftilly into the past. It comes not back again 
Wifidy impsove the present. It is fhine. Go forth to meet thi 
shadowy future, without fear, and with a manly heart." 



VOL. II. 






LONDON: 
H. G. CLAKKE AND CO., 278, STRAND. 

1848. 



BOOK THE THIRD. 



" Take away the lights, too ; 

The moon lends me too much to find my tears ; 

And those devotions I am now to pay 

Are written in my heart, not in thy book, 

And I shall read them there without a taper." 
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I CHAPTER I. 

> SUMMERTIME, 

They were right (those old German Minnesingers) 
to sing the pleasant summer time. What a time it 
is ! How June stands iUuminated in the calendar ! 
The windows are all wide open — only the Venetian 
blinds closed. Here and there a long streak of sun- 
shine streams in through a crevice, We hear the 
low sound of the wind among the trees ; and as it 
swells and freshens, the distant doors clap to with a 
sudden sound. The trees are heayy with leayes, and 
the gardens full of blossoms, red and white. The 
whole atmosphere is laden with perfume and sim- 
shine. The birds sing. The cock struts about, and 
crows loftily. Insects chirp in the grass. Yellow 
butter-cups stud the green carpet like golden but- 
tons, and the red blossoms of the clover like, rubies. 
The elm trees reach their long, pendulous branches 
almost to the ground. White clouds sail aloft, and 
vapours fret the blue sky with silver threads. The 
white village gleams afar againat 1iVi!& dAsd^^^S^. 
Through the meadow vnnda the "tvvet — cKt^<es»>"«^- 
dolent. It seems to love the country, wA \a Vs^ ^^ 
^"^^ to reach the eeeL. The bee cmi^ \» «!^ ^^=«^'' 

1-2 
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the hot and angry bee. All things else are at play 
he never plays, and is vexed that any one shoidd. 

People drive out of town to breathe and to b 
happy. Most of them have flowers in their handi 
bunches of apple blossoms, and still oftener, lilao 
Ye denizens of the crowded city, how pleasant t 
you is the change from the sultry streets to the ope 
fields, fragrant with clover blossoms ! How pleasax 
the fresh, breezy country air, dashed with biin 
from the meadows ! how pleasant, above all, th 
flowers — the manifold beautiful flowers ! 

It is no longer day. Through the trees rises th 
red moon, and the stars are scarcely seen. In tb 
vast shadow of night the coolness and the dews dec 
cend. I sit at the open window to enjoy them, an 
hear only the voice of the summer wind. Like blac 
hulks, the shadows of the great trees ride at ancho 
on the billowy sea of grass. I cannot see the re 
and blue flowers, but I know that they are then 
Far away in the meadow gleams the silver Charlef 
The tramp of horses' hoofs sounds from the woode 
bridge. Then all is still, save the continuous win 
of the summer night. Sometimes I know not if i 
be the wind or the soimd of the neighbouring set 
The village clock strikes, and I feel that I am nc 
alone. 

How different is it in the city ! It is late, and th 

crowd is gone. You step out upon the balcony, an 

lie in the very bosom of the cool, devrj "Jaitf^t^ os 

jrou folded her garments a\>out ^ou. TVv^ ^\is 

staziy heaven Is spread out oveAesA. "Bcua^"^ 

tbepubUc walk with trees, like a iai>aoTxi^«»>^ 
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gulf, into whose silent darkness the spirit plunges 
and floats away with some beloved spirit clasped in 
its embrace. The lamps are still burning up and 
down the long street. Peoi>le go by, with grotesque 
shadows, now foreshortened and now lengthening 
away into the darkness, and vanishing, while a new 
one springs up behind the walker, and seems to pass 
him on the sidewalk. The iron gates of the park shut 
with a jangling dank. There are footsteps and loud 
voices — a tumult — a drunken brawl — an alarm of 
fire; then silence again. And now at length the 
city iB asleep, and we can see the night. The be- 
lated moon looks over the roo&, and finds no one to 
welcome her. The moonlight is broken. It lies 
here and there in the squares, and the opening of 
streets — angular, like blocks of white marble. 

Under such a green, triumphal arch, O reader, 
with the odour of flowers about thee, and the song 
of birds, shalt thou pass onward into the enchanted 
land, as through the ivory gate of dreams ! and as a 
prelude and majestic march, one sweet human voice, 
I know not whose, but coming from the bosom of 
the Alps, sings this sublime ode, which the Alpine 
echoes repeat a£ar : — 

" Gome golden Evening ! In the west 
Enthrone the storm-dispelling son. 
And let the triple rainbow rest 

O'er all the moontain topA :— 'ti& ^£(i\ft \ 
The tempest ceases. Bold anidLXifi^X 

The rainbow shoots {rom\^\o\^\ 
■Down sinks the son — cm pTeeae^ x^^N- — 
Mont Blanc is lovely «d\V\ 
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There take thy stand, my spirit;— epread 

The world of shadows at thy feet ; 
And mark how calmly overhead 

The stars, like saints in glory, meet. 
While hid in solitnde snblime, 

Methinks I muse on Nature's tomb, 
And hear the pasting foot of Time 

Step through the silent g^oom. 

All in a moment crash on crash, 

From precipiee to precipice. 
An avalanche's rains dash 

Down to the nethermost abyss. 
Invisible; the ear alone 

Pursaes the uproar tin it dies ; 
Echo to echo, groan for groan, 

From deep to deep replies. 

Silence again the darkness seals. 

Darkness that may be felt. But soon 
The silv6r.4!loaded east reveals 

The midnight spectre of the moon : 
In half-eclipse she lifts her horn. 

Yet o'er the host of heaven supreme, 
Brings the fiednt semblance of a mom. 

With her awakening beam. 

Ah I at a touch these Alpine heights 

Unreal modceries appear , 
With blacker shadows, ghastlier light. 

Emerging as she climbs the sphere ; 
A crowd of apparitions pale I 

I hold my breath in diill suspense, 
They seem so exquisitely firail. 

Lest they should vanish hence. 

I breathe again, I fireely breathe ; 

Thee, Leman's Lake, once more I trace, 
Like IHan*§ crescent far beneath, 
Ab beatital as Dian's fiice. 
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Pride of the land that gave me birth ; 

All that thy waves reflect I love. 
Where heaven itself, broagfat down to earth, 

Looks fairer than above. 

Safe on thy banks again I stray ; 

The trance of poesy is o^er, 
And I am here at dawn of day, 

Gazing on mountains as beftire. 
Were all the strange mutations wrought, 
^ Where magic feats of my own mind ; 
For, in that fairy-land of thought, 

Whatever I seek I find." 
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CHAPTER H. 

POOT-TBAVELLING. 

Tell me, my soul, why art thou restless ? Why 
dost thou look forward to the future with such 
strong desire ? The present is thine, and the past, — 
and the future shall be ! O, that thou didst look 
forward to the great hereafter with half the longing 
wherewith thou longest for an earthly fiiture, — ^which 
a few days at most will bring thee ! to the meeting 
of the dead, as to the meeting of the absent. Thou 
glorious spirit-land ! O, that I could behold thee as 
thou art — ^the region of life, and light, and love, and 
the dwelling-place of those beloved ones, whose be- 
ing has flowed onward like a silver clear stream 
into the solenvi-sounding main — into the ocean of 
eternity. 

Such were the thoughts that passed through the 
soul of Flemming, as he lay in utter solitude and 
silence on the rounded siunmit of one of the moun- 
tains of the Furca Pass^oid gazed, with tears in his 
ejres, and ardent longing in his heart, up into the 
Mae-swimming heaven overhead, aivii aX ^Ceij^ ^goM^et^ 
sad snowy mountain peaks around "bxco.. "H^^^s^. 
^od whitest of all stood the pcaStoi i3Q» l>a»^^xi> 
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'which seemed near him, though it rose a£aT off from 
the bosom of the Lauterbrunner Thai. There it 
stood, holy, and high, and pure, the bride of heaven, 
all veiled and clothed in white, and lifted the 
thoughts of the beholder heavenward. O, he little 
thought then, as he gazed at it with longing and 
delight, how soon a form was to arise in his own 
soul, as holy, and high, and pure as this, and like 
this, point heavenward. 

Thus lay the traveller on the mountmn sximmit, 
reposing Ms weary limbs on the short, brown grass, 
which more resembled moss than grass. He had 
sent his guide forward, that he might be alone. His 
soul within him was wild with a fierce and painful 
delight. The mountain air excited him ; the moun- 
tain solitudes enticed, yet maddened him. Every 
peak, every sharp, jagged iceberg, seemed to pierce 
him. The silence was awfiil and sublime. It was 
like that in the soul of a dying man, when he hears 
no more the soimds of earth. He seemed to be lay- 
ing aside his earthly garments. The heavens were 
near imto him ; but between him and heaven every 
evil deed he had done arose gigantic, like those 
mountain peaks, and breathed an icy breath upon 
him. O, let not the soul that suffers dare to look 
nature in the face, where she sits majestically aloft 
in the solitude of the mountains ; for her face is hard 
and stem, and looks not in compassion upon her 
weak and erring child. It is the couxvtATkaxL^^ ^1 "vssl 
aceirnhg archangel, who suxaoiQn.^ xs& \» Y^^s^asge^^ 
In the v*Uey she weaxa the co\nit«ft»i^'c» ^^ %.-t«s^ 
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mother, looking at us with tearM eyes, and a ftce 
of pity and love ! 

But yesterday Flemming had come up the valley 
of the Saint GK)thard Pass, through Amsteg, where 
the Kerstelenbach comes dashing down theMade- 
raner Thai, £rom its snowy cradle overhead. The 
road is steep, and runson zigzag terraoes. The sides 
of the mountains are barren clifb ; and from their 
cloud-capped summits, imheard amid the roar of the 
great torrent below, come streams of snow-white 
foam, leaping from rock to rock, like the mountain 
chamois. As you advance, the scene grows wilder 
and more desolate. There is not a tree in sights — 
not a human habitation. Clouds, black as midnight, 
lower upon you from the ravines overhead ; and the 
mountain torrent beneath is but a sheet of foam, and 
sends up an incessant roar. A sudden turn in the 
road brings you in sight of a lofty bridge, stepping 
from cli£f to cli£f with a single stride. A feaifdl 
cataract howls beneath it, like an evil spirit, and 
fills tbie air with mist ; and the mountain wind claps 
its hands and shrieks through the narrow pass, Ha ! 
ha ! This is the Devil's Bridge. It leads the tra- 
veller across the fearfrd chasm, and through a moun- 
tain gallery into the broad, green, silent meadow of 
Andermath. 

Even the sunny morning, which followed this 

gloomy day, had not chased the desolate impression 

from the soul of Flemming. His excitement in- 

creaaed tust he lost himself more ttn^Txiox^ vcsi^'&%^OEk& 

mountaina ; and now, as lie \ay eai«2LoTLecsiLVii^««ssL- 

mitofthe «iimy hill, with, oidy f&\ae^««^ «^ ^^'^ 
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peaks about him, his soul, as I have said, was wild 
with a fierce and painfdl delight. 

A human yoice broke the reyerie. He looked, 
and beheld ^t a short distance £rom him, the athletic 
form of a mountain herdsman, who was approaching 
the spot where he lay. He was a yoimg man, clothed 
in a rustic garb, and holding a long staff in his hand. 
When Flemming rose, he stood still, and gazed at 
him, as if he loyed the face of man, even in a 
stranger, and longed to hear a human voice, though 
it might speak in an imknown tongue. He answered 
Flemming's salutation in a rude moimtain dialect, 
and in reply to his questions said, — 

" I, with two others, have charge of two hundred 
head of cattle on these moimtains. Through the 
two summer months we remain here night and day, 
for which we receive each a Napoleon." 

Flenmiing gave him half his summer wages. He 
was glad to do a good deed in secret, and yet so near 
heaven. The man received it as his due, like a toU- 
keeper; and soon after departed, leaving the tra- 
veller alone. And the traveller went his way down 
the mountain, as one distraught. He stopped only 
to pluck one bright blue flower, which bloomed all 
alone in the vast desert, and looked up at him, as if 
tor say, " O, take me with you ! leave me not here, 
oompanionless !" 

Ere long he reached the magnificent glacier of the 

Rhone, a frozen cataract, moie t3[^Ax^ t^Q ^3E!kKs«^ss^is^^ 

leet in height, and maiiy imlea\«o^ ^\.\\&\s»afc. "\N 

^Ua the whole valley between trw<i Tasw2BX»aA> xsssv- 

^^feg- back to their siimxnita* A.t^'bAa^JBfcW^^^'^'^ 
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like a dome ; and above, jagged and rough ; anc 
sembles a mass of gigantic crystals, of a pale emc 
tint, mingled with white. A snowy crust cove] 
surface ; but at every r^it and crevice the pale g 
ice shines clear in the sun. Its shape is that 
glove, lying with the palm downwards, and 
fingers crooked and close together. It is a gau 
of ice, which, centurieg ago, Winter, the kin 
these mountains, threw down in defiance of the I 
and year by year the Sun strives in vain to Hit it : 
the ground on the point of his glittering spear 
feeling of wonder and delight came over the so 
Flemming when he beheld it, and he shouted 
cried aloud, — 
*• How wonderful ! how glorious !" 
After lingering a few hours in the cold, den 
valley, he climbed in the afternoon the steep Ma 
Wand, on the Grimsel, passed the Lake of the ID 
with its ink-black waters, and through the mel 
snow ; and over slippery stepping stones in the 
of niunberless shallow brooks, descended to 
Grimsel Hospital, where he passed the night, 
thought it the most lone and desolate spot tiutt 
ever slept in. 

On the morrow he rose with the day, and 

rising sim foimd him already standing on the n 

bridge, which hangs over the verge of the Fal 

the Aar at Handeck, where the river pitches do^ 

precipice into a narrow and fearful abyss, shut ii 

perpendicnlax cliJSs. At right an^ea n^^ v\ ^ 

the beautiful Aerlenbach; and Ua\i vi«y doN 

double caacade mingles into one. lYtwa'^^ ^ 
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his way d6wn the Hasli Thai into the Bernese Ober- 
• land ; restless, impatient, he knew not why, stopping 
seldom, and neter long, and then rushing forward 
again, like the rushing river whose steps he followed, 
and in whose ice-cold waters ever and anon he bathed' 
his wrists, to cool the fever in his blood, for the 
noonday sun was hot. 

His heart dilated in the dilating valley, that grew 
broader and greener at every step. The sight of 
human. faces and human dwellings soothed him; 
and through the fields of summer grain, in the broad 
meadows of Ingrund, he walked with a heart that 
ached no more, but trembled only, as our eyelids 
when we have done weeping. As he climbed the 
opposite hill, which hems in this romantic valley, 
and like a heavy yoke, chafes the neck of the Aar, 
he believed the ancient tradition, which says that 
once the valley was a lake. From the summit of 
the hill he looked southward upon a beautiful land- 
scape of gardens, and fields of grain, and woodlands, 
and meadows, and the ancient castle of Resti, look- 
ing down upon Meyringen. And now all aroimd 
him were the singing of birds, and grateful shadows 
of the leafy trees ; and sheeted waterfalls dropping 
from the woodland clifEs, seen only, but unheard; 
the fluted columns breaking into mist and fretted 
with frequent spires and ornaments of foam, and not 
unlike the towers of a Gothic church inverted. 
There, in one white sheet of foam, the Riechenbach 
pours down into its deep beaker, into which the sun 
never shines. Face to face it beholds the Alpbach 
falling from, the opposite "hiil, ""^'fc «», ^^swesw^s.^ 
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smoke." TVlien Flemming saw the innumerable 
runnels, sliding down the mountain-side, and leap- 
ing, all life and gladness, he would fain have clasped 
them in his armband been their playmate, and re- 
velled with them in their freedom and delight. Yet 
he was weary with the day's journey, and entered 
the Tillage of Meyringen, embowered in cherry 
trees, which were then laden with fruit, more like a 
wayworn traveller than an enthusiastic poet. As he 
went up the tavern steps, he said in his heart, with 
the Italian Aretino, ** He who has not been at a 
tavern knows not what a Paradise it is. O, holy 
tavern! O, miraculous tavern! holy, because no 
carking cares are there, no weariness, nor pain ; and 
miraculous, because of the spits, which of them- 
selves turn round and roimd ! Of a truth, all cour- 
tesy and good manners come from taverns, so full of 
bows, and Signor, H! and Signor, no !" 

But even in the tavern he could not rest long. 
The same evening at simset he was floating on the 
lake of Brienz, in an open boat, dose under the cas- 
cade of the GKessbach, hearing the peasants sing 
the Bans des Yaches. He slept that night at the 
other extremity of the lake, in a large house, which» 
like Saint Peter's at Joppa, stood by the water's 
side. The next day he wasted in writing letters, 
musing in this green nest, and paddling about the 
lake again; and in the evening went across the 
beautifal meadows to IntexlaAhes^ 'wh.ete many 
tbiDgs happemsd to hiixi« and 0LStBiaxL<&d\)3i&.\5SD%. 
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CHAPTER m. 

INTEBLAOHEN. 

Imtbblachbm ! How peacefully, by the margin of 
the swift-rushing Aar, thou liest, on the broad lap 
of those romantic meadows, all overshadowed by the 
wide arms of giant trees ! Only the round towers 
of thine ancient cloister rise above their summits ; 
the round towers themselves, but a child's plaything 
under the great church-towers of the mountains. 
Close beside thee are lakes, which the flowing band 
of the river ties together* Before thee opens the 
magnificent valley of Lauterbrunn, where the cloud- 
hooded monk and pale virgin stand like Saint Fran- 
cis and his Bride of Snow ; and all around thee are 
fields, and orchards, and hamlets green, firom which 
the diurch bells answer each other at evening! 
The evening sun was setting when I first beheld 
thee ! The sun of life will set ere I forget thee ! 
Surely it was a scene like this, that inspired the soul 
of the Swiss poet, in his Song of the Bell : — 

** Bell, fhoa aonndest merrily. 
When the bridal party 

To the church doth hie : 
Ben, thou floondeet wAemBl^ ^ 
When, <m Sabbath moTi^i^^^ 

Fields deaeiiedL Ue. 



1«8 HYPERION. 

Bell, thou soundest merrily ; 
Tellestthoa at evening, 

Bed-time draweth nigh : 
Bell, tboa soundest monrnfolly ; 
Tellest thou the latter 

Parting hath gone by. 

Say, how canst thoa mourn ? 
How canst thou rejoice ? 

Art but metal duU : 
And yet all our sorrowings, 
And all our rejoicings, ^ 

Thou dost feel them aU. 

God hath wonders many, 
' Which we cannot fathom. 

Placed within thy ftnm : 
When the heart is sinking. 
Thou alone canst raise it, 

Trembling in the storm I** 

Paul Flemming alighted at one of the principal 
hotels. The landlord came out to meet him. He 
had great eyes and a green coat, and reminded Flem- 
ming of the inn-keeper mentioned in the Golden 
Ass, who had been changed by magic into a frog, 
and croaked to his customers from the lees of a wine- 
cask. His house, he said, was fiill^, and so was 
erery house in Interlachen ; but, if the gentleman 
would walk into the parlour, he would procure a 
chamber for him in the neighbourhood. 

On the sofa sat a gentleman reading; a stout 

gentleman of perhaps forty-five, roimd, ruddy, and 

with a head, which, being a little bald on the top, 

ipoked not unlike a crow's nest, with one egg in it. 

-4 ^ood-iiumoured face turned, ttoxa. VJae \«sJ«. «& 
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Flemming entered; and a good-humoured voice 
exdaimed— 

** Ha ! ha ! Mr. Flemming ! Is it you, or your ap- 
parition ! I told you we should meet again, though 
you were for taking an eternal fieo'ewell of your 
fellow traveller." 

Saying these words, the stout gentleman rose and 
shook Flemming heartily by the hand. And Flem- 
ming returned the shake as heartily, recognizing in 
this ruddy personage a former travelling companion, 
Mr. Berkley, whom he had left, a week or two pre- 
vious, -toiling up the Righi. Mr. Berkley was an 
Englishman of fortune ; a good-humoured, humane 
old bachelor; remarkable alike for his common- 
sense and his eccentricity. That is to say, the basis 
of his character was good, sound common-sense, 
trodden down and smoothed by education ; but this 
level ground- work his strange and whimsical fancy 
used as a dancing-floor, whereon to exhibit his 
eccentric tricks. His ruling passion was cold- 
bathing, and he usually ate his breakfast sitting in a 
tub of cold water, and reading a ne\\'spaper. He 
kissed every child he met, and to every old man 
said, in passing, " God bless you !" with such an 
expression of voice and countenance, that no one 
could doubt his sincerity. He reminded one of 
Roger Bontemps, or the Little Man in Grey, though 
wiUi a difference. 

" The last time I had the pleasure of seeing you, 
Mr. Berkley,** said Flemming, "was at Goldau, just 
as you were going up the Righi. I hope you were 
grati£ed with a fine sunrise on liJafe xiiSSvsa&N^Vs^x'' 
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<*No sir, I was notr replied Mr. Berkley. « It 
is all a humlrag ! a oonfbunded humbug * They 
made such a noise about their sunrise, that I deter- 
mined I would not see it. So I lay snug in bed and 
only peeped through the window-curtain. That was 
enough. Just above the house, on the top of the 
hiU, stood some fifty half-dressed, romantic indiyi* 
duals, shivering in the wet grass; and a short 
distance from them, a miserable wretch, blowing a 
long, wooden horn. That's your sunrise on the 
Bighi, is it ? said I, and went to sleep again. The 
best thing I saw at the Culimi, was the advertise- 
ment on the bed-room doors, saying, that if the 
ladies would wear the quilts and blankets for shawls, 
when they went out to see the sunrise, they must 
pay for the washing. Take my word for it, the 
Righi is a great humbug !" 

" Where have you been since ?" 

** At Zurich and Schaffhausen. If you go to Zu- 
rich, beware how you stop at the Raven. They will 
cheat you. They cheated me; but I had my revenge, 
for when we reached Schaffhausen, I wrote in the 
Traveller's Book- 
Beware of the Baven of Zuridi I 

Tifl a bird of omen ill ; 
With a noiae and an unclean nest, 
And a very, very kmg UlL 

If you go to the Golden Falken you wiU find it 
thore. I am the author of those lines \" 
<< Bitter as Juvenal r* exclaimed Flemming. 
"JVb^ ID the least bitter," said li4i. "BcfW^B^- ^\x 
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is all true. Go to the Baven and see. But this 
Intezlachen ! this Interlachen ! It is the loveliest 
spot on the &ce of the earth," he continued; stretch- 
ing out both arms, as if to^mbrace the object of his 
afllBetion. ** There, — only look out there !" 

Here he pointed to the "window. Flemming 
looked, and beheld a scene of transcendant beauty. 
The plain was covered already by the brown shade 
of the summer twilight. From the cottage roo& in 
Unterseen rose here and there a thin column of 
smoke over the tops of the trees, and mingled with 
the evening shadows. The Valley of Lauterbrunnen 
was filled with a blue haze. Far above, in a clear, 
cloudless heaven, the white forehead of the Jungfirau 
blushed at the last kiss of the departing sun. It was 
a glorious transfiguration of nature ! And when the 
village bells began to ring, and a single voice at a 
great distance was heard yodling forth a baUad, it 
rather broke than increased the enchananent of a 
scene where silence was more musical than sound. 

For a long time they gazed at the gloaming land- 
scape, and spake not. At length people came into 
the parlour, and laid aside their shawls and hats, 
and exchanged a word or two with Berkley. To 
Flemming they were all unknown. To him it was 
all Mr. Brown and Mrs. Johnson, and nothing more. 
The conversation turned upon the various excursions 
of the day. Some had been at the Staubbach, others 
at the Grindelwald ; others at the Lake of Thun ; 
and nobody before had ever experienced half the 
rapture which they had experienced that day. And 
thus they sat in t^e twi^^t, ^^s^^^^ss^^^s^^^^ 
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the close of a summer day. As yet the Uun^ had 
not been lighted ; and one could not distmgciiah 
£aces, but yoices only, and fbrms, like shadows. 

Presently a female figure, clothed in black, e&tered 
the room and sat down by the window. She rather 
listened to the conversation, than joined in it ; but 
the few words she said were spoken in a voice so 
musical and fidl of soul, that it moved the soul of 
Flemming, like a whisper from heaven. 

O, how wcmderful is the human voice ! It is in* 
deed the organ of the soul! The intellect of man 
gits enthroned visibly upon his forehead and in his 
eye.; and the heart of man is written upon his coun- 
tenance. But the soul reveals itself in the voice 
only, as Gh>d revealed himself to the prophet of old 
in the still, small voice, and in a voice from the 
burning bush. The soul of man is audible, not visi- 
ble. A sound alone betrays the flowing of the 
eternal fountain, invisible to man. 

Flemming would fain have sat and Ustened for 
hours to the sound of that unknown voice. He felt 
sure, in his secret heart, that the being from whom 
it came was beautifrd. His imagination filled up the 
faint outline which the eye beheld in the fSeulinf 
twilight, and the figure stood already in his mind 
like Raphael's beautifcd Madonna in the Dresde 
gallery. He was never more mistaken in his lif 
The voice belonged to a beautifcd being, it is tru 
but her beauty was different from that of any M 
donna which Raphael ever painted, as he woi 
have seen, had he waited till the lamps were light 
But in the midst of his teveiie wa^ %«Mv\,^^«k»J 
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the landLord ctme in, and told him he had found a 
chambei, which he begged him to go and look at. 

Flemming took his leave and departed. Berkley 
-went with him, to see, he said, what kind of a nest 
his young Mend was to sleep in. 

"The chamber is not what I could wiah," said the 
landlord, as he led them across the street* *' It is 
in the old cloister. But to-morrow or next day, you 
can no doubt haye a room at the house." 

The name of the cloister struck Flemming's imagi- 
nation pleasantly. He was owl enough to like ruins 
and old chambers, where nuns or &iars had slept. 
And he said to Berkley — 

" So, you perceive, my nest is to be in a cloister. 
It already makes me think of a bird's nest I once 
saw on an old tower of Heidelberg Castle, built in 
the jaws of a lion, which formerly served as a spout; 
But pray teU me, who was that young lady with the 
soft voice ?'* 

" What yoimg lady with the soft voice r'» 

**The young lady in black, who sat by the 
window.** 

** O, sheis the daughter of an English officer, who 
died not long ago at Naples. She is passing the 
summer here with her mother, for her health. 

" What is her name ?" 

" Ashburton." 

** Is she beautiful ?" 

"Not in the least : but very intellectual. A 
woman of genius, I should say." 

And now they had reached the walls of the doiBter, 
and passed under an arclied g,a\ftwvj,wA0L^»fc\3fc- 
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neath the rotmd towen, which Flemming had 
already seen, rising with their cone-ahaped roolii 
above the trees, like tall tapers with extingniahers 
upon them." 

*< It is not so bad as it looks," said the landlord, 
knocking at a small door in the main building. 
" The bailiff lives in one part of it." 

A servant girl with a candle in her hand opened 
the door, and conducted Flenmiing and Berkley to 
the chamber which had been engaged. It was a 
large room on the lower floor, wainscotted with pine, 
and impainted. Three lofty and narrow windows 
with leaden lattices and small panes, looked south- 
ward towards the valley of Lauterbrunnen and the 
moimtains. In one comer was a large square bed, 
with a tester and checked curtains. In another, a 
huge stove of painted tiles, reaching almost to the 
ceiling. An old sofa, a few high-backed antique 
chairs, and a table, completed the furniture of the 
room. 

Thus Flemming took possession of his monkish 
cell and dormitory. He ordered tea, and began to 
feel at home. Berkley passed the evening with him. 
On going away he said — 

** Good night ! I leave you to the care of the 
Virgin and all the saints. If the ghost of any old 
monk comes back after his prayer-book, my com- 
pliments to him. If I were a younger man, you 
certainly should see a ghost. Good night !" 

When he had departed, Flemming opened the lat- 
tice of one of the windows. The moon had risen, and 
Slivered the dark outline of the neaxeaX. \£[£a\ ^"^DaXfe 
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afar oS, the snowy Bummits of the Jungfrau and the 
Silyer Horn shone like a white doad in the sky. 
doee beneath the windows was a flower garden: 
and the breath of the summer night came to him 
with dewy fragrance. There was a grateful sedu- 
sion about the place. He blessed the happy accident 
which gave him such a lodging, and fell asleep that 
night thinking of the nuns, who once had slept in 
the same quiet ceUs ; but neither wimpled nun nor 
cowled monk appeared to him in his dreams ; nor 
even the face of Mary Ashburton— nor did he hear 
her voice. 
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CHAPTER ^v^ 

THE E^'ENINO AND THE MOBNINO STAB. 

Old Froissart tells us, in his Chronicles, that 
when King Edward beheld the Countess of Salis- 
bury at her castle gate, he thought he had never 
seen before so noble nor so fair a lady; he was 
stricken therewith to the heart with a sparkle of fine 
love, that endured long after ; he thought no lady 
in the world so worthy to be beloved as she. And 
so likewise thought Paul Flemming, when he be- 
held the English lady in the fair light of a summer 
morning. I will not disguise the truth. She is my 
heroine ; and I mean to describe her with great truth 
and beauty, so that aU shall be in love with her, and 
I most of all. 

Mary Ashburton was in her twentieth summer. 
Like the fair maiden Amoret, she was sitting in 
the lap of womanhood. They did her wrong, who 
said she was not beautiful ; and yet 

" She was not fair, 
Nor beautiful ; — those words express her not. 
But O, her looks had something excellent, 
That wants a name !" 
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Her fSEiee had a wonderful fascination in it. It 
was such a cahn, quiet face, with the light of the 
rising soul shining so peacefidly through it. At 
times it wore an expression of seriousness, — of sor- 
row even ; and then seemed to make the very air 
bright with what the Italian poets so beautifully 
call the lampeggiar delf enpelico riso, — ^the lightening 
of the angeHc smile. 

And O, those eyes, — ^those deep unutterable eyes, 
with "down-falling eyelids, full of dreams and slum- 
ber," and within them a cold, living light, as in 
mountain lakes at eyening, or in the river of Para- 
dise, for ever gliding — 

** With a brown, brown current 
Under the shade perpetual, that never 
Ray of the sun lets in, nor of the moon.*' 

I dislike an eye that twinkles like a star. Those 
only are beautiM, which, like the planets have a 
steady, lambent light ; — are luminous,'but not spark- 
ling. Such eyes the Greek poets give to the Im- 
mortals. But I forget myself. 

The lady's figure was striking. Every step, every 
attitude was graceful, and yet lofty, as if inspired 
by the soul within. Angels in the old poetic philo- 
sophy have such forms ; it was the soul itself im- 
printed on the air. And what a soul was hers ! A 
temple dedicated to heaven, and, like the Pantheon 
at Rome, lighted only from above. And earthly 
passions in the form of gods were no longer there, 
but the sweet and thoughtful faces of Christ, and 
the Virgin Mary, and tke ^wsiXa, Ttsas^ "^msl^ ^^!«^ 
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not one dlBcoirdant thing in her ; bat « perfect har- 
mony of figure, and fiice, and soul, in a word, of the 
whole being. And he who had a soul to comprehend 
hers, must of necessity loye her, and, hairing onoe 
loved her, coxdd love no other woman for evennore. 

No wonder, then, that Flemming fblt his heaxt 
drawn towards her, as, in h^ morning walk, she 
passed him, sitting alone imder the great walnut 
trees near the cloister, and thinking of heaven, but 
not of her. She, too, was alone. Her dieek was no 
longer pale ; but glowing and bright, with the in- 
spiration of the summer air. Flemming gaxed afb^ 
her till she disappeared, even as a vision of his 
dreams, he knew not whither. He was not yet in 
love, but very near it ; for he thanked God that he 
had made such beautiful beings to walk the earth. 

Last night he had heard a voice to which his soul 
responded, and he might have gone on his way, and 
taken no further heed. But he would have heard 
that voice afterwards, whenever at evening he 
thought of this evening at Interlachen. To-day he 
had seen more clearly the vision, and his restless 
soul grew calm. The place seemed pleasant to him, 
and he could not go. He did not ask himself whence 
came this calm. He felt it, and was happy in the 
feeling; and blessed the landscape and the summer 
morning, as if they possessed the wcttider-working 
power. 

"A pleasant morning dream to you," said a 

friendly voice ; and st the same moment someone 

laid his hand upon Flemming's shoulder. It was 

Berkley, He had approached \mfte«a «Qi^'QS!&CL%»s^ 
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'*I see bj the smile on your countenflnce," he 
coiitixraed, **that it is no day-inoubus." 

"You are right," replied Hemming. <*It was a 
pleasant dream, which you have put to flight/' 

'< And I am glad to see that you hare also put to 
flif^t the gloomy thoughts whi(^ used to haunt you. 
I like to see people cheerful and happy. What is 
the use of giving way to sadness in this beautiful 
world?" 

" Ah ! this beautiful world !" said Flemming, with 
a smile. " Indeed, I know not what to think of it. 
Sometimes it is all gladness and simshine, and hea- 
ven itself Ues not far off. And then it changes sud- 
denly, and is dark and sorrowful, and clouds shut 
out ^e sky. In the lives of the saddest of us, there 
are bright days like this, when we feel as if we could 
take the great world in our arms and kiss it. Then 
oome the gloomy hours, when the fire will neither 
bum on our hearths nor in our hearts ; and all with- 
out and within is dismal, cold, and dark. Believe 
me, every heart has its secret sorrows, which the 
world knows not, and oftentimes we call a man cold, 
when he is only sad." 

" And who says we don't ?" interrupted Berkley. 
** Come, come ! let us go to breakfiEUSt. The morn- 
ing air has given me a rude appetite. I long te say 
grace over a fresh egg, and eat salt with my worst 
enemies, namely, the Cockneys at the hotel. After 
break&st you must give yotirself up wholly to me. 
I shall take you to the Grindelwald !" 

"To-day, then, you do not breakfast like Dio- 
genes, but consent to leave Toxa ^MXi,^^\ 
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** Yes, for the pleasure of your company I shall 
also blow out the light in my lantern, having found 
you." 

** Thank you." 

The breakfast passed without any xmusual occur- 
rence. Flemming watched the entrance of every 
guest : but she came not, — the guest he most desired 
to see. 

" And now for the Grindelwald !" said Berkley. 

" Why such haste ? We have the whole day be- 
fore us. There is time enough." 

** Not a moment to lose, I assure you. The car- 
riage is at the door." 

They drove up the valley of Lauterbrunnen, and 
turned eastward among the mountains of the Grin- 
delwald. There they passed the day, half-frozen by 
the icy breath of the great glacier, upon whose sur- 
face stand pyramids and blocks of ice, like the 
tombstones of a cemetry. It was a weary day to 
Flemming. He wished himself at Interlachen ; and 
was glad when, towards evening, he saw once more 
the cone-roofed towers of the cloister rising above 
the walnut-trees. 

That evening is written in red letters in his, his- 
tory. It gave him another revelation of the beauty 
and excellence of the female character and intellect, 
not wholly new to him, yet now renewed and forti- 
fied. It was from the lips of Mary Ashburton that 
the revelation came. Her form arose, like a tremu- 
lous evening star, in the firmament of his sold. He 
conversed with her, and with her alone, send knew 
not when to go. All others 'weie tA Y^mi «& ^ they 
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were not there. He saw their fozms, but saw them 
as the forms of inanimate things. At length her 
mother came, and Flemming beheld in her but 
another Mary Ashburton, with beauty more mature : 
— the same' forehead and eyes, the same majestic 
figure ; and, as yet, no trace of age. He gazed upon 
her with a feeling of delight, not unmingled with 
holy awe. She was to him the rich and glowing 
evening, from whose bosom the tremulous star was 
bom. 

Berkley took no active part in the c<niyersation, 
but did what was much more to the purpose, that is 
to say, arranged a drive for the next day with the 
Ashburtons, and of course invited Flemming, who 
went home that night with a halo roimd his head, 
and wondering much at a dandy, who stood at the 
door of the hotel, and said to his companion, as 
Flemming passed, 

" "What do you call this place ?*' I have been here 
two hours already, and find it devilish dull !" 
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CHAPTER V. 

▲ KAINT DAT. 

When Flemming awoke the next morning he saw 
the «ky dark and lowering. From the mountain tops 
hung a curtain of mist, whose heavy folds waved to 
and fro in the ralley below. Over idl the landsei4;»e, 
the soft summer rain was falling. No admiring eyes 
would lodL up that day at the Btaubbach. 

A rainy day in Switzerland puts a sudden stop to 
many diyersions. The coachman may drive to the 
tavern, and Itien back to the stable, but no further. 
The sun-burnt guide may sit at the alehouse door, 
and welcome — and the boatswain whistle and curse 
the clouds at his own sweet will ; but no foot stirs 
abroad for all that — no traveller moves if he has 
time to stay. The rainy day gives him time for 
reflection. He has leisure now to take cognizance 
of his impressions, and make up his account with 
the mountains. He remembers, too, that he has 
friends at home ; and writes up the journal neg- 
lected for a week or two, and letters neglected 
longer ; or finishes the rough pencil-sketch, begun 
jesterday in the open air. On the whole he is not 
Borryit rainB, though. disapi^omtA^. 
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Flemming was both sorry and disappointed, bvt 
lie did n«t on that account fail to go oyer to the 
Ashhurtons at the appointed hour. He found them 
Bitting in the parlour. The mother was reading, and 
the daughter retouching a sketch of the Lake of 
Thun. After the usual salutations, Flemmiog seated 
himself near the daughter, and said — 

** We shall haye no Staubbach to-day, I presume, 
only this Giessbach from the clouds.*' 

** Nothing more, I suppose ; so we must be con- 
teat to stay in-doors, and listen to the sound of the 
eates-dropping rain. It giyes me time to finish some 
of these rough sketches.'* 

'* It is a pleasant pastime," said Flemming ; ** and 
I perceiye you are yery skilful. I am delighted to 
see that you can draw a straight line. I neyer be- 
fore saw a lady's sketch-book in which all the towers 
did not resemble the leaning Tower of Pisa. I al- 
ways tremble for the little men imder them." 

" How absurd l" exclaimed Mary Ashburton, with 
a smile, that passed through the misty air of Flem- 
ming's thoughts like a sunbeam. '* For one, I suc- 
ceed much better in straight lines than in any others. 
Here I haye been trying a half-hour to make this 
water-wheel round, and roimd it neyer will be." 

''Then let it remain as it is. It looks imcom- 
monly picturesque, and may pass for a new in- 
yention." 

The lady continued to sketch, and Flemming to 
gaze at her beautiful face, often repeating to himself 
those lines in Marlow's Faust : 

** O, thou art fiEdrer than, the evexmn^ alr^ 
Clad in the beauty ot ^\;ti<Cfus»xA^SQa^^^ 
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He certainly would have betrayed himBelf to the 
maternal eye of Mrs. Ashburton, had she not been 
whoUy absorbed in the follies of a £eishionable novel. 
Ere long the fair sketcher had paused for a moment ; 
and Flemming had taken her sketch book in his 
hands, and was looking it through fix)m the begin- 
ning with even increasing delight, half of which he 
dared not express, though he favoured her with 
some comments and bursts of admiration. 

" This is truly a very beautiful sketch of Murten 
and the battle-field. How quietly the landscape 
sleeps there by the lake after the battle ! Did you 
ever read the ballad of Veit Weber, the shoemaker, 
on this subject ? He says the routed Burgundians 
jumped into the lake, and the Swiss Leaguers shot 
them down like wild ducks among the reeds. He 
fought in the battle, and wrote the ballad afterwards : 

*He had himself laid hand on sword. 

He who this rhyme did write, 
Till erening mowed he with the sword. 

And sang- the song at night.' ** 

** You must give me the whole ballad," said Miss 
Ashburton : " it will serve to illustrate the sketch." 

" And the sketch to illustrate the ballad. And 
now we suddenly slide down the Alps into Italy, 
and are even in Rome, if I mistake not. This is 
surely a head of Homer ?** 

" Yes," replied the lady, with a little enthusiasm. 
" Bo you not remember the marble bust at Borne ? 
When I first beheld that bust it absolutely inspired 
jne with awe. It 13 not the face of a man« but of a 
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" And you have done it no injustice in your copy," 
laid Flemming, catching a new enthusiasm firom 
hers. '* With what a classic grace the flUet, passing 
round the majestic forehead, confines his flowing 
locks, which mingle with his beard ! The coimten- 
ance, too, is ealm, majestic, godlike ? Even the fixed 
and sightless eye-balls do not mar the image of the 
seer. Such were the sightless eyes of the blind old 
man of Chios. They seem to look with a mournful 
solemnity into the mysterious future, and the marbl^ 
lips to repeat that prophetic passage iuthe Hymn to 
Apollo — * Let me also hope to be remembered in ages 
to come. And when any one, bom of the tribes of 
men, comes hither a weary traveller, and inquires 
who is the sweetest of the singing.men that resort to 
your feasts, and whom you most delight to hear, do 
you make answer for me. It is the blind man who 
dweUs in Chios ; his songs excel aU that can be sung.' 
But do you really believe that this is a portrait of 
Homer ?" 

** Certainly not. It is only an artist's dream. It 
was thus that Homer appeared to him in his visions 
of the antique world. Every one, you know, forms 
an image in his fancy of persons and things he has 
never seen ; and the artist reproduces them in marble 
or on canvas." 

•'And what is the image in your fancy ? Is it like 
this?" 

" No ; not entirely. I have drawn my impressions 
from another source. Whenever I think of Homer, 
which is not often, he walks before me, solemn and 
serene, as in the vision of the gte«*.\\»5c^»xi.oav^tfs<xE^- 
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tenance neither sonrowfiil nor glad, fioUowed by other 
bards, and holding in his right hand a sword." 

** That is a finer cfmcepHoB. than even this," said 
Flemming. *< And I perceiye from your words, as 
well as from this book, that you have a true feeling 
for art, and nndenrtand what it is. You haTe had 
bright glimpses into the enchanted land." 

'< I trust," replied the lady, modestly, ** that I am 
not wholly without this feeling. Certainly I haye as 
strong and passionate a loye <^ art as of nature." 

" But does it not often ofiend you to hear people 
speaking of art and nature as opposite and discord- 
ant things? Surely nothing can be more false. 
Nature is a rerelation of God ; art a revelation of 
man. Indeed, art signifies no more than this. Art 
is power. That is the original meaning of the word. 
It is the creative power by which the soul of man 
makes itself known, through some external mani- 
festation or outward sign. As we can always hear 
the voice of God, walking in the garden, in the cool 
of the day, or under the starlight, where, to quote 
one of this poet's verses, ' high prospects and tlie 
brows of aU steep hills and pinnacles thrust up 
themselves for shows ;' so, under the twilight and 
the starlight of past ages do we hear the voice of 
man walking amid the works of his hands, and city 
waUs and towers, and the spires of churches, thrust 
up themselves for shows." 

The lady smiled at his warmth, and he continuedr— 

« This, however, is but a similitude, and art and 

nature are more nearly allied than by similitudes 

onljr. Art 28 the revelation oi maxL \ wi^TkQXi&siL^V^ 
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that, but likewise the revdation of nature, speaking 
through man. Art pre-exists in nature, and nature 
is r^Koduced in art. As yapours from the ocean, 
floating landward and dissoWed in rain, are carried 
badL in riyers to the ocean, so thoughts and the sem- 
blances of things that fall upon the soul of man in 
showers, flow out again in living streams of art, and 
lose themselyes in the great ocean, which is nature. 
Art and nature are not, then, discordant, but ever 
' harmoniouBly working in each other." 

Enthusiasm begets oEithusiasm. Flemming spoke 
with such evident interest in the subject, that Miss 
Ashburton did not fail to manifest some interest in 
what he said ; and encouraged by this, he proceeded : 

**Thu8, in this wondrous world wherein we live, 
which is the world of nature, man has made imto 
faimsdf another world hardly less wondrous, which 
is the world of art, and it lies enfolded and encom- 
passed about by the other, 

* And tiie dear region where 'twas bon^ 
Bonnd in itself encloses.' 

Taking this view of art, I think we understand more 
easily the skill of the artist, and the difference be» 
tween him and the mere amateur. What we call 
miracles and wonders of art are not so to him who 
created them ; for they were created by the natural 
movements of his own great soul. Statues, paintings, 
churches, poems, are but shadows of himself; — 
shadows in marble, colours, stone, words. He feels 
and recognizes their beauty ; but he thought these 
th0nghtB and produced the&e liSoaiv^ ^ ^«sa^ ^&\b.- 



188 HYPERION 

ferior minds do thoughts and things inferior ; perhaps 
more easily. Vague images and shapes of beauty- 
floating through the soul^ the semblance of things as 
yet indefinite or ill-defined, and perfect only when 
put in art — ^this possible intellect, as the scholastic 
philosophers have termed it — ^the artist shares in 
oonmion with us all. The loyers of art are many ; 
but the active intellect, the creative power — the 
power to put these shapes and images in art — to 
embody the indefinite, and render perfect — is his 
alone. He shares the gift with the few. He knows 
not even whence nor how this is. He knows only 
that it is — ^that God has given him the power which 
has been denied to others.** 

** I jshould have known you were just from Ger- 
many," said the lady, with a smile, "even if you 
had not told me so. You are an enthusiast for the 
Germans. For my part, I cannot endure their narsh 
language.'' 

** You would like it better if you knew it better," 
answered Flemming. " It is not harsh to me, but 
homelike, hearty, and full of feeling, like the sound 
of happy voices at a fireside of a winter's night, 
when the wind blows, and the fire crackles, and 
hisses, and snaps. I do indeed love the Germans ; 
the men are so hale and hearty, and the Trauleins 
so tender and true.»» 

" I always think of men with pipes and beer, and 
' women with knitting work." 

"Oh! those are English prejudices," exclaimed 
Flemming, '* Nothing can be more " 
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** And their very literature presents itself to my 
imagination under the same forms." 

« I see you have read only English criticisms, and 
have an idea that all German books smell, as it were, 
of groceries, of brown papers, filled with greasy 
cakes and slices of bacon, and of fryings in frowsy 
back parlours, and this shuts you out from a glori- 
ous world of poety, romance, and dreams." 

Mary Ashburton smiled, and Flemming continued 
to turn oyer the leaves of the sketch-book with an 
occasional criticism and witticism. At length he 
came to a leaf which was written in pencil. People 
of a lively imagination are generally curious, and 
always so when a little in love. 

"Here is a pencil sketch," said he, with an en- 
treating look, ** which I would fain examine with 
the rest." 

"You may do so, if you wish ; but you will find it 
the poorest sketch in the book. I was trying one 
day to draw the picture of an artist's life in Rome, 
as it presented itself to my imagination, and this is 
the result. Perhaps it may awaken some pleasant 
recollection in your mind." 

Plemming waited no longer, but read with the 
eyes of a lover, not of a critic, the following descrip- 
tion, which inspired him with a new enthusiasm for 
art, and for Mary Ashburton : 

"I often reflect with delight upon the young 
artist's life in Kome. A stranger from the cold and 
gloomy North, he has crossed the Alps, and, with 
the devotion of a pilgrim, journeyed to the eternal 
city. He dwells, perhaps, \r^ii X\i<& 'SxcksnaiSL \S22&^ 
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and hardly a house there which is not inhalnted by 
artists from foreign lands. The yery room he livea 
in has been their abode from time out of mind. 
Thdr names are imtten all over the walls — ^perhiq^ 
some further record of them left in a rough sketch 
upon the window-shutter, with an inscription and a 
date. These things consecrate the place in his ima- 
gination. Eyen these names, though unknown to 
him, are not without associations in his mind. 

'^In that warm latitude he rises with the day. 
The night yapours are already reeling away oyer the 
Campagna sea- ward. As he looks from his window, 
aboye and beyond t^eir white folds he recognises 
the tremulous blue sea at Ostia. Oyer Boracte rises 
the sun — oyer his own beloyed mountain; though 
on longer worshipped there, as of old. Before him, 
the antique house where Raphael liyed, casts its 
long, brown shadow down into the heart of mo de m 
Rome. The city lies still asleep and silent; bnt 
aboye its dark roof more than two hundred steeples 
catch the sunshine on their gilded weathercodu. 
Presently the bells begin to ring, and, as the artist 
listens to their pleasant chimes, he knows that id 
each of those churches, oyer the high altar, hangs a 
painting by some great master's hand, whose beauty 
comes between him and heayen, so that he cannot 
pray, but wonder only. 

** Among these works of art he 'passes the day ; 

but oftenest in St. Peter's and the Vatican. Up the 

yast marble staircase, through the corridor CUara- 

monti — through yestibules, galleries, chambers— he 

poBses, as in a dream. All aie fi\kd "vntibLYraiS^ «eA 
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Statues, or pamted in daring firescoes. What forms 
of strength and beauty! what glorious creations of 
the human mind. And in that last chamber of all, 
standing alone upon his pedestal, the ApoUo found 
at Aetium, in such a majestic attitude, with such a 
noble countenance, life-like, god-like. 

** Or perhaps he passes into the chambers of the 
painterB, but goes no further than the second ; for in 
&e middle of that chamber a large painting stands 

rthe heayy easel, as if unfinished, though more 
three hundred years ago the great artist com- 
jdeted it, and then laid his pencil away for ever, 
leaving this last benediction to the world. It is the 
Transfiguration of Chiist by Baphael. A child 
looks not at the stars with greater wonder than the 
artist at this painting. He knows how many stu- 
dious years are in that picture. He knows the 
difficult path that leads to perfection, haying himself 
taken some of the first steps. Thus he recalls the 
hour when that broad canvas was first stretched 
upon its frame, and Raphael stood before it, and 
laid the first colours upon it, and beheld the figures 
one by one bom into life, and 'looked upon the 
worlL of his own hands with a smile, that it should 
have succeeded so well.' He recalls, too, the hour 
when, the task accomplished, the pencil dropped 
from the master's dying hand, and his eyes closed 
to open on a more glorious transfiguration, and at 
length the dead Eaphael lay in his own studio before 
this wonderfrd painting, more glorious than any 
conqueror under the banners and armorial hatch- 
menta ofhia iUneral. 
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** Think you that such sights and thoughts as these 
do not move the heart of a young man and an artist h 
And when he goes forth into the open air, the sun 
is going down, and the grey ruins of an antique 
world receive him. From the palace of the CsBsars 
he looks down into the Forum, or towards the Co- 
lisseum ; or westward, sees the last ray of sunshine 
strike the bronze archangel which stands upon the 
tomb of Adrian. He walks amid a world of art in 
ruins. The very street lamps that light him home- 
ward bum before some painting or sculptured image 
of the Madonna. What wonder is it, if dreams 
visit him in his sleep — ^nay, if his whole life seem to 
h\m a dream? What wonder if^ with a feverish 
heart and quick hand, he strive to reproduce those 
dreams in marble or on canvas !*' 

Foolish Paul Flemming ! who both admired and 
praised this little sketch, and yet was too blind to 
see that it was written from the heart, and not from 
the imagination. Foolish Paul Flemming ! who 
thought that a girl of twenty could write thus with- 
out a reason. Close upon this followed another 
pencil sketch, which he likewise read, with the 
lady's permission. It was this : — 

** The whole period of the middle ^ges seems very 
strange to me. At times I cannot persuade myself 
that such things could have been as history tells us ; 
that such a strange world was part of our world — 
that such a strange life was part of the life which 
seems to us, who are living in it now, so passionate 
aad 80 commonplace. It is only when I stand amid 
ruined castles, that look at me &o iao>axi!&iiX2L^^«DA 
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briiold the heavy armotur of old knights hanging 
vpon the wainscot of Gothic chambers ; or when I 
walk amid the aisles of some dusky minster, whose 
walls are nanratiye of hoar antiquity, and whose very 
beUs have been baptised, and see the carved oaken 
stalls in the choir, where so many generations of 
monks havel^at and simg, and the tombs where they 
now sleep in silence, to awake no more to their mid- 
night psalms ; it is only at snch times that the history 
of the middle ages is a resdity to me, and not a pas- 
sage in romance. 

** likewise the illuminated manuscripts of those 
ages have something of this power of making the 
diead past a living present in my mind. What cu- 
rious figures are emblazoned on ^e creaking parch- 
ment, making its yellow leaves laugh with gay 
colours. Tou seem to come upon them xmawares. 
Their ffiuies have an expression of wonder. They 
seem all to be just startled from their sleep by the 
sound you made when you unloosened the brazen 
olaspe, and opened the curiously carved oaken covers 
that turn on hinges, Uke the great gates of a city. 
To the building of that city some diligent monk 
gave the whole of a long life. With what strange 
denizens he peopled it. Adam and Eve standing 
under a tree, she with the apple in her hand ; — the 
patriarch Abraham, with a tree growing out of his 
body, and his descendants sitting owl-like upon its 
branches ; ladies with flowing locks of gold ; knights 
in armour, with most feuitastic, long-toed shoes; 
jousts and tournaments; and Minnesingers, and 
loren, whose heads reach, to th.e to'w^^c* ^>w£tfe*^^a. 

o 
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ladies sit ; and all so angular^ so simple, so child-like, 
— all in such simple attitudes, with such great eyes, 
and holding up such long, lank fingers. These thhigs 
are characteristic of the middle ages, and persuade 
me of the truth of history." 

At this moment Berkley entered, with a Swiss 
cottage, which he had just bought as a present for 
somebody's child in Inland, and a cane with a 
chamois hoxn on the end of it, which he had just 
bought for himself. This was the first time that 
Flemming had been sorry to see the good-natured 
man. His presence interrupted the delightful con- 
versation he was carrying on ** under four eyes" with 
Mary Ashburton. He really thought Berkley a bore, 
and wondered it had never occurred to him before. 
Mrs. Ashburton, too, must needs lay down her book, 
and the conversation became general. Strange to 
say, the Swiss dinner-hour of one o'clock did not 
come a moment too soon for Flemming. It did not 
even occur to him that it was early ; for he was 
seated beside Mary Ashburton, and at dinner one 
can say so much without being overheard. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ILFTEB. DINNBB, AND APTEB THE MANNER OP THE 
BEST CBITI08. 

When the learned Thomas Biafoirus wooed the 
ir Angelique, he drew from his pocket a medical 
lesis, and presented it to her, as the first-fruits of 
B genius ; and at the same time invited her, with 
ir fjEither's permission, to attend the dissection of a 
oman, upon whom he was to lecture. Paul Flem- 
ing did nearly the same thing, and so often, that it 
id become a habit. He was continually drawing, 
om his pocket or his memory, some scrap of song 
' story, and inviting somq fair Angelique, either 
ith her father's permission or without, to attend 
.e dissection of an author upon whom he was to 
scourse. He soon gave proo& of this to Mary 
shburton. 

** What books have we here for afternoon read- 
gV* said Flemming, taking a voltune from the 
irlour table, when they returned from the dining 
om. ** O, it is Uhland's poems. Have you read 
ly thing of his ? He and Tieck are the best living 
tets of Germany. They dispute the palm of supe- 
*ntjr> Let me give vou a \%«OTi. m ^^oassk. "^ssja* 

0*1 
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afternoon, Miss Ashburton ; so that no one 
may accuse you of * omitting the sweet bene 
time, to clothe your age -with angel-like perfeci 
I have opened at random upon the ballad of 
Black Knight. You repeat the German aftei 
and I will translate to you. PJmgaten toar, das 
der Freude !** 

**I should never persuade my imwilling lij 
pronounce such sounds. So I beg you not to 
plex me with your German, but read me the b; 
in English.*' 

** Well, then* listen. I wiU im^ovise a trai 
tion for your own particular benefit : 

**Twas Penteeoet, the feast of gladneea. 
When woods aok fields put off all sadness. 
Thus began the king and spake, 

* So from tiie halls 

Of ancient Bbyf bnrg^ "walls, 
A lazuriaitt spcing shell break.' 

Dnmi»aiid.tnmipe^ echo loudly, 

Wa^ the codxnson banners proudly. 

From balcony the king kxdLed on ; 

In the play of spears. 

Fen an ttte csvatteis, 

Before the monarch's stalwart son. 

To tli» barrier of the fight 

Bod^atlasta salde knight, 

' Six Knight ;pior name and 'seotcheon, say V 

* Should I speak it here, 

Te wonid stand aghast with flsar, 
/ am « prinee of mighty Bwvy t' 
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When he rode into the ]iBli» 

The aroh at heaven grew Uadt with aaiits ; 

And the cBsOe 'gan to rook. 

At the first blow, 

FeU the yonth from eaddleJMW : 

Hardly rieea team, the ahook. 

Pipe and viol can the dances, 

Torch-light through the high halla glances. 

Waves B ndghty shadow in. 

With manner bland. 

Doth ask the maiden's hand. 

Doth with her the dance begin. 

Daneed in sable iron serk. 
Danced a meaaorc weird and dai±, 
Goldly clasped her limbs around. 
From breast and hair 
Down fan from her the fair 
Flowrets wnted to the groond. 

To the smnptuous banquet came 
Every knight and every dame. 
*Twixt son and daughter aU distraught. 
With moamful mind 
The ancient king reclined. 
Gazed at them in silent thought. 

Pale the chUdren both did look. 
But the guest a beaker took; 
*Golden wine win make you whole I' 
The chUdren drank. 
Gave many a eo u rteoos fhank ; 
* O, that dran^rt was very eooll' 

Each, the fsther*s breast embraees, 
Son and daughter ; and their faces 
Colourless grow utterly. 
Whichever way 

Looks the fesr-struidk fei£tec ^rrs^ 
He beholds his t^sS^dxen^. 
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* Woe! the blessed childzen both, 
Takest fhoa in fhe joy of yoath ; 

Take me, too, the joyleee father !' « 

Spake the grhn graeet, 

From his hollow, cayemoiis breast— 

* Boees in the Spring I gather I* " 

**That is, indeed, a striking ballad !" said Miss 
Ashburton, *<but rather too grim and ghostly for 
this dull afternoon." 

**It begins joyously enough -with the feast of 
Pentecost, and the crimson banners at the old castle. 
Then the contrast is well managed. The knight in 
black mail, and the waving in of the mighty shadow 
in the dance, and the dropping of faded flowers, are 
all strikingly presented to the imagination. How- 
ever, it tells its own story, and needs no explanation. 
Here is something in a different vein, though still 
melancholy. The Castle by the Sea. Shall I read 
it?" 

" Yes, if you like." 

Flemming read — 

"Hast thou seen that lordly castle- 
That castle by the sea? 

Golden and red above it 
The donds float gorgeously. 

And &in it would stoop downward 

To the mirrored wave below ; 
And foin it would soar upward 

In the evening's crimson glow. 

* Well have I seen that castle. 

That castle by the sea, 
And the nuxm above it staxiiaiDg« 
And the mist rise aolenmVs.* 
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The windt and the -waree of ocean. 

Had they a merry chime T 
Didst fhoa hear, from those lofty ehambeis, 

The harp and the minstrel** rhyme T 

* The winds and the waves of ocean. 
They rested quietly ! 

But I heard on the gale a sound of wall. 
And tears came to my eye.' 

And sawest thoa on the turrets 

The king and his royal bride ? 
And tiie wave of their crimson manttes! 

And the golden crown of pride ? 

Led they not forth in rapture 

A beauteous maiden there ? 
B^Iraident as the morning sun. 

Beaming with golden hair T 

* Wen tew I the ancient parents, 

T^thout the crown of pride ; 
They were moving slow, in weeds of woe, 
No maiden was by their side !' 

How do you like that ?" 

"It is very grateful, and pretty. But XJhland 
seems to leave a great deal to his reader's imagina- 
tion. All his readers should be poets themselves, 
or they will hardly comprehend him. I confess I 
hardly understand the passage where he speaks of 
the castle's stooping downward to the mirrowed 
wave below, and then soaring upward into the 
gleaming sky. I suppose, however, he wishes to ex- 
press the momentary illusion we experienced at be- 
holding a perfect reflection of an old tower in the 
sea, and look at it as if it were not a mere shadow in 
the water: and yet the real towet m«a» to ^biws^^> 
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and seems to float in the crimsoii erening clouds. 
Is that the meaning ?" 

" I should think it was. To me it is all • beautifdl 
cloud landscape, which I comprehend and feel, and 
yet should find some difficultyperhaps in explaining." 

" And why need one always explain ? Some feel- 
ings are quite imtranslatable. No language has yet 
been found for them. They gleam upon us beau- 
tifully through the dim twilight of fancy, and yet, 
when we bring them close to us, and hold them up 
to the light of reason, lose their beauty all at once ; 
just as glow-worms, which gleam with such a spiri- 
tual light in the shadows of evening, when brought 
in where the candles are lighted, are found to be 
only worms, like so many others." 

" Very true. We ought sometimes to be content 
with feeling. Here, now, is an exquisite piece 
which soothes one like the fall of evening shadows, 
— like the dewy coolness of twilight after a sultry 
day. I shall not give a bold translation of my own, 
because I have laid up in my memory another, 
which, though not very literal, equals the orginal 
beauty. Observe how finely it c(»nmenoes : 

* Many a year is in its gravtf, 
Since I crossed this restless ^rave ; 
And the evening, fEdr as ever, 
Shines on ruin, rock, and river. 

Then, in this same boat, beside, 
Bat two comrades old and tried ; 
One with all a father's troth. 
One with all the fire of yQHLt\\« 
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One OB earth in sitenoe wroa^^t, 
And his grave in silence sought ; 
But the younger, brighter form, 
* Passed in battle and in storm I 

80, whene'er I torn my eye 
Back upon the days gone by. 
Saddening thoughts of Mends come o'er me 
Friends who closed their oourse before me. 

Tet what binds us, friend to friend. 
But that soul with soul can hlendf 
Soul-like were those hours of yore ; 
Let us walk in soul once more. 

Take, boatman, thriee thy fee ; 

Take, I give it willingly ; 

For, invisibly to thee. 

Spirits twain have crossed with me." 

0, that is beautiful, — ^beautiful exceedingly!" 
.0 translated it ?" 

I do not know. I wish I could find him out. 

\ certainly admirably done ; though in the mea- 

; of the original Uiere is something like the 

ung motion of a boat, which is not preserved in 

translation." 

And is TJhland always so soothing^ and spiri- 

[?•' 

Yes, he generally looks into the spirit- world. I 

now trying to Ifind here a little poem on the 

ith of a Country Clergyman, in which he intro- 

es a beautiful picture. But I cannot turn to it. 

matter. He describes the spirit of the good old 

1, returning to earth on a bright summer morning, 
standing amid the goldsxL c.cen:L^S!k&\.^v&A.\Sci^ 
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flowers, and mildly greeting the reapers as of old. 
The idea is beautiful, is it not ?" 

«* Yes, very beautiful !'* 

** But there is nothing morbid in Uhland's mind. 
He is always fresh and invigorating, Uke a breezy 
morning. In this he differs entirely from such wri- 
ters as Salis and Matthisson." 

" And who are they ?" 

*'Two melancholy gentlemen to whom life was 
only a dismal swamp, upon whose margin they 
walked with cambric handkerchie& in their hands 
sobbing and sighing, and making signals to .Death 
to come and ferry them over the lake. And now 
their spirits stand in the 'green fields of German 
song, like two weeping-willows bending over a grave. 
To read their poems is like wandering through a 
village churchyard on a simmier evening reading 
the inscriptions upon the grave-stones, and recalling 
sweet images of the departed ; while above you, 

" Hark ! in the holy grove of palms, 
Where the stream of life runs free, 

Echoes, in the angels' psalms, 
'Sister spirit I hail to thee!'" 

** How musically those Unes flow ! Are they Mat- 
thisson's !" 

" Yes, and they do indeed flow musically. I wish 
I had his poems here. I should like to read to you 
his Elegy on the Ruins of an Ancient Castle. It is 
an imitation of Gray's Elegy. You have been at 
Baden-Baden ?" 

" Yes, last summer." 
''And hare not forgotten '' 
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' The old castle ? Of course not. What a mag- 
cent niin it is !" 

That is the scene of Matthisson's poem, and 
008 to have filled the melancholy bard with more 
n wonted inspiration." 

' I should like very much to see the poem, I re- 
mber that old ruin with so much delight." 
' I am sorry I have not a translation of it for you. 
tead of it I will give you a sweet and mournful 
m from Salis. It is called the Song of the Silent 
id. 

" Into the Silent Land! 

Ah I who shall lead us thither ? 

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather, 

And shattered wrecks lie thicker on tiie strand ; 

Who leads ns with a gentle hand. 

Thither, O, thither, 

Into the Silent Land ! 

Into the Silent Land ! 

To you, ye boundless regions 

Of all perfection ! Tender morning visions 

Of beauteous souls ! Eternity's own band ! 

Who in life's battle firm doth stand. 

Shall bear hope's tender blossoms 

Into the Silent Land! 

O, Land! O, Land! 

For all the broken-hearted 

The mildest herald by our fate allotted, 

Beckons, and with inverted torch doth stand, 

To lead us with a gentle hand 

Into the land of the great departed, 

Into the Silent Land I 

lot that a beautiful poem ?" 

fary Aehburton madeuo wasN^«» ^ftfc\a^^Ni3Ki^i. 
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away to hide her tears. Flemming wondered that 
Berkley could say she was not beautifdl. Still he 
was rather pleased tiian ofBended at it. He felt at 
that moment how sweet a thing it wonld be to pos- 
sess one, who should seem beautifol to him alone, 
and yet to him be more beaati&d than all the world 
beside ! How bright the world became to hfm at 
that thought ! It was like one of those paintings 
in which all the light streams from the fiEU)e of the 
Virgin. O, there is nothing holia in this life of 
ours, than the first consciousness of love, — the first 
fluttering of its silken wings ; the first rising sound 
and breath of that wind which is so soon to sweep 
through the soul, to purifjr or to destroy ! 

Old histories tell us, that the great emperor Charle- 
magne stamped his edicts with the hilt of his sword. 
The greater emperor. Death, stan^ his with the 
blade ; and they are signed and executed with the 
same stroke. Flemming received that night a letter 
from Heidelberg, which toiLd him that Emma of 
Umenau was dead. Tlie fate of this poor girl affected 
him deeply, and he said in his heart — 

"Father in heaven ! Why was the lot of this weak 
and erring child so hard ! What had she done, to 
be so tempted in her weakness, and perish? Why 
didst thou suffer her gentle affections to lead her 
thus astray?" 

And through the silence of the awfdl midnight, 
the voice of an avalanche answered from the distant 
mountains, and seemed to say — 

"Peace ! peace \ Why dost thou question God's 
providence ?*' 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

TAKE CARE. 

Fair is the yalley of Lauterbnmnen, with its 
green meadows and overhanging clifb. The rained 
castle of TJnspunn^L stands like an armed warder at 
the gate of the enchanled land. In calm serenity 
the snowy mountains rise beyond. Fairer than the 
rock of Balmarusa, yon frowning precipice look down 
upon us; and, from the topmost cliff, the white pen- 
non of the 'Batook |pf Dust shimmers and wares in 
the sunny air ! 

It was a bright beautiful morning after night rain. 
Every dewdrop and raindrop had a whole heaven 
within it ; and so had the heart of Paul Flesnming, 
aa wiiih Mrs. Ashbuxton and her dark-eyed daughter, 
he drove up the: valley of Lauterhrunnen, — the Val- 
ley of Fountains only. 

*' Howb^utifal the Jungfrau looks this morning !" 
eauslaimed he, looking at Mary Ashbuxton. 
' She thought he meant the mountain, and assented. 
But. he meant her likewise. 

"And the mountains beyond," he contiiuied; 
** ike Monk and the Silvet-hom, the W^ter-hom, 
the Scbimki-hcamf and t^ ^jtorer^Jbcai^ ^ .^wiP> 
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sublime apostles of nature, whose sermoiiB are ava- 
lanches. Did you ever behold any thing more 
grand?" 
** O yes. Mont Blanc is more grand, when you 

' behold it from the hills opposite. It was there that 
I was most moved by the "magnificence of Swiss 
scenery. It was a morning like this, and the clouds 
that were hovering about on their huge, shadowy 
wings, made the scene only the more magnificent. 
Before me lay the whole panorama of the Alps ; pine 
forests standing dark and solemn at the base of the 
mountains, and half way up a veil of mist, above 
which rose the snowy summits, and sharp needles of 
rock, which seemed to float in the air, like a fiiiry 
world. Then the glaciers stood on either side, 
winding down through the mountain ravines ; and, 
high above all, rose the white, dome-like simmiit of 
Mont Blanc. And ever and anon from the shroud 
of mist came the awful soimd of an avalanche, and 
a continual roar, as of the wind through a forest of 
pines, filled the air. It was the roar of the Arve 
and Aveiron, breaking from their icy fountains. 
Then the mists l^egan to pass away ; and it seemed 
as if the whole fiimament were rolHng together. It 
recalled to my mind that sublime passage in the 
Apocalypse, * I saw a great white throne, and him 
that sat thereon; before whose face the heavens and 
the earth fied away, and found no place !' O, I can- ^ 
not believe that upon this earth there is a more 
magnificent scene." 
**It must be grand, indeed," replied Flemming. 

"And those mighty glacierB,— Uxige inonftXen ^^raSoL 
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bristling crests, creeping down into the valley ! for 
it is said they really moye." 

** Yes ; it filled me with a strange sensation of awe 
to think of this. They seemed to me Uke th6 dra- 
gons of northern romance, which come down from 
ihe mountains and devour whole villages. A little 
hamlet in Chamoimi was once abandoned by its in- 
habitants, terrified at the approach of the icy dragon. 
But it is possible you have never been at Chiamouni ?" 

** Never. The great marvel still remains unseen 
by me." 

" Thai how can you linger here so long ? Were 
I in your place I would not lose an hour." 

These words passed over the opening blossoms of 
hope in the soul of Hemming Uke a cold wind over 
the fiowers in spring-time. He bore it as best he 
could, and changed the subject. 

I do not mean to describe the Valley of Lauter- 
brunnen, nor the bright day passed there. I know 
that my gentle reader is blessed with the divine gift 
of a poetic fancy, and can see already how the moun- 
tains rise, and tiie torrents fall, and the sweet valley 
lies between ; and how, along the dusty road, the 
herdsman blows his hom,^and travellers come and 
go in charabans, Uke Punch and Judy in a show-box. 
He knows already how romantic ladies sketch 
romantic scenes, while sweet gentiemen gather sweet 
* flowers ; and how cold meat tastes imder the sha- 
dow of trees, and how time flies when we are in love, 
and the beloved one near. One Uttle incident I 
must, however, mention, lest his fiEUicy should not 
suggest it. 
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Flemming was still sitting with the ladies, on the 
green slope near the Staubbach, or Brook of Dnst, 
when a young man clad in green came down the 
yalley. It was a German student, with flaxen zing- 
lets hanging over his shoulders, and a guitar in his 
hand. His step was free and elastic, and his coim^ 
tenance wore the joyous expression of youth and 
health. He approached the company with a cour- 
teous salutation : Und, after the manner of travelling 
students, asked charity with the confidant air of one 
unaccustomed to refusal. Nor was he reftised in 
this instance. The presence of those we love makes 
us compassionate and generous. Flemming gave 
him a piece of gold ; and after a short conveisation 
he seated himself, at a little distance on the grass, 
and began to play and sing. Wonderful and many 
were the sweet accords and plaintive soirnds that 
came from that little instrument, touched by the 
student's hand. Every feeling of the human heart 
seemed to find an expression there, and awaken a 
kindred feeling in the hearts of those who heard 
him. He sung sweet German songs, so full of long- 
ing, and of pleasing sadness, and hope and fear, and 
passionate desire, and soul subduing sorrow, that 
the tears came into Mary Ashlnirton's eyes, though 
she imderstood not the words he sang. Then his 
countenance glowed with triumph, and he beat the 
strings l&e a dram, and sang — 

** O, how the drum beats 80 kmd 1 

Ckrie beeide me in the light, 

My dying brother says. Good night ! 
And the caimon's awM breath 
Screanu the load halloo of death. 
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And the drain, 
And the dram, 
Beats so load I** 

any were the words of praise when the young 
Ician ended ; and, as he rose to depart, they still 
jated for one song i^ore. Whereupon he played 
ely prelude ; and, looking fall into Flenuning's 
sang with' a pleasant smile, and still in German, 
little song: 

" I know a maiden fiiir tb see, 

Take care I 
- She can both false and friendly be, 
Beware 1 Beware I 
Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee I 

She has two eyes, so soft and brown, 

Take care ! 
She gives a side-glanve, and looks down; 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

And she has hair of a golden hue, 

Take care ! 
And what she says it is not true. 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee I 

She has a bosom as white as snow. 

Take care I 
She knows how much it is best to show 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee\ 
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She gives thee a garUnd woven fair, 

TaVie care ! 
It i« a foors-cap for thee to wear. 

Beware t Beware ! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee !'* 

The la«t Stanza be Mug in a lau^iing, trfnmphant 
tone, whicb resounded above the loud clang of hit 
guitar, like the jeering laugh of Till Eulenspiegel 
Then slinging his guitar oyer his shoulder, he UxA 
off hii green cap, and made a leg to the ladieii, iz 
the style of Gil Bias ; waved hia hand in the air 
and walked quickly down the- valley, siiigii^ " Ade 
Ade! Adel" 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

THE POUNtAIN OF OBLIVION. 

Thb power of magic in the middle ages created 
monsters who followed the unhappy magician every 
where. The power of love in all ages creates angels, 
who likewise follow the happy or tmhappy lover 
everywhere, even in his dreams. By such an angel 
was Paid Plemming now haunted, both when he 
walked and when he slept* He walked as in a dream, 
and was hardly conscious of the presence of those 
around him. A sweet &ee looked at him from every 
page of every book he read — and it was the face of 
Mary Ashburton ! A sweet voice spake to him in 
every sound he heard — and it was the voice of Mary 
Ashburton ! Day and night Buoceeded each other 
with pleasant interchange of light and darkness; 
but to him the pacing of time was only as a dream» 
When he arose in the morning, he thought only of 
her, and wondered if she were yet awake ; and when 
he lay down at night he thought only of her, and 
how, like the Lady Christabel, 

^ Her gentle Umbs she did ondrecs, 
And lay dtfwn in her lovelineas.*' 

And the livelong day he v?aa -wJiXi \y^x^ ^sCSbki *^«^ 
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reality or in day-dreams, hardly less real; for, iu 
each delirious vision of his waking hours, her beau- 
teous form passed like the form of Beati|||^e through 
Dante's heaven ; and as he lay in the summer after- 
noon, and heard at times the sound of the wind in 
the trees, and the sound of Sabbath bells ascending 
up to heaven, holy wishes and prayers ascended with 
them from his inmost soul, beseeching that he might 
not love in vain ! And, whenever, in silence and 
alone, he looked into the silent, lonely countenance 
of night, he recalled the impassioned Uaes of Plato^ 

" Lookest thou at the stars T If I were heaven, 

With all the eyes of heaven would I look down on thee !" 

(), how beautiful it is to love! Even thou, that 
snecrest at this page, and laughest in cold indif- 
ference or scorn if others are near thee, thou, too, 
must acknowledge its truth when thou art alone ; 
and confess, that a foolish world is prone to laugh in 
public, at what in private it reverences, as one of 
the highest impulses of our nature, namely, love ! 

One by one, the objects of our affection depart 
from us. But our affections remain ; and like vines, 
stretch forth their broken, wounded tendrils, for 
support. The bleeding heart needs a balm to heal 
it ; and there is none but the love of its kind — ^nonc* 
but the affection of a human heart ! Thus the 
wounded, broken affections of Flemming, began to 
lift themselves from the dust and cling arotmd this 
new object. Days and weeks passed ; and like the 
stndent Crisostomo, "he cete^ Vi love because he 
began to adore. And vdxV ^Oftaa ^^x^>assti \s&w^ 
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the prayer, that, in that hour when the world ij» 
still, and the voices that praise are mute, and reflec- 
tioh cometh like twilight, and the maiden, in her 
day-dreams, counted the number of her Mends, 
some voice, in the sacred silence of her thoughts, 
might whisper his name ! And was it indeed so ? 
Did any voice, in the sacred silence of her thoughts, 
whisper his name ? We shall soon learn. 

They were sitting together one morning, on the 
green, flowery meadow, imder the ruins of Burg 
XJnspunnen. She was sketching the ruins. The 
birds were singing one and all, as if there were no 
aching hearts, no sin nor sorrow, in the world. So 
motionless was the bright air, that the shadow of 
the trees lay engraven on the grass- The distant 
snow peaks sparkled in the stm, and nothing 
frowned, save the square tower of the old ruin 
above them. 

** What a pity it is," said the lady, as she stopped 
to rest her weary fingers, "what a pity it is, tiiat 
there is no old tradition connected with this niin.'* 

" I ^ill make you one, if you wish," said Flem- 
ming. 

** Can you make old traditions ?" 

" O, yes ; I made three the other day for the Rhine, 
and one very old one for the Black Forest. A lady 
with dishevelled hair; a robber .jith a horrible 
slouched hat ; and a night storm amng the roaring 
pines." 

" Delightful ! Do make one for me." 

** With the greatest p\e«>svxt^» "WckKt^ ^w^ ^^^ 
hare the scene ? here, oi m V'tie ^^Oft.^^T^^N>" 
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•* In the Black Forest, by all means ! Begin." 

** First promise not to interrupt me. If you snap 
the golden threads of thought, they will float away 
on the air like gossamer tlureads, and I shall never 
be able to recoyer them." 

** I promise." 

" Listen, then, to the tradition of * The Fountahi 
OF Oblivion.' " 

"Begin," 

Flemming was reclining on the flowery turf at the 
lady's feet, looking up with dreamy eyes into her 
sweet face, and then into the leaves of the linden 
trees overhead. 

*' Gentle lady! dost thou remember the linden 
trees of Bulach, those tall and stately trees, with 
velvet down upon their shining leaves and rustic 
benches underneath their overhanging eaves? A 
leafy dwelling, fit to be the home of elf or feury, 
where first I told my love to thee, thou cold and 
stately Hermione ! A little peasant girl stood near, 
and listened all the while, with eyes of wonder and 
delight, and an unconscious sinile, to hear the 
stranger stiU speak on in accents deep yet mild, — 
none else was with us in that hour, save God tod 
that peasant child !" 

" Why, it is in rhyme I" 

** Xo, no ! the rhyme is only in your imagination. 
You promisedttbt to interrupt me, and you have 
already snapped asimder the gossamer threads of as 
sweet a dream as was ever spun from a poet's brain." 

''ft certainly did rhyme V 
*'Thig waa the reverie oC ^e %ta^<wyXiaaHt«oi?sTKa^v 
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^B he «at at midnight in his chamber, wi& hsa hands 
elaaped together, and resting upon an open volume, 
which he should have been reading. His pale &ce 
was raised, and the pupils of his eyes dilated «8 if 
the spirit'World were open before lum, and some 
beauteous viition were standing there, and drawing 
the student's soul through his eyes up into heaven, 
as the evening sun, through parting summer clouds, 
seems to draw into his boftom the vapours of the 
earth. O, it was a sweet vision ! I can see it be- 
fore me now ! 

*• Near Hie student stood an antique bronze lamp, 
with strange figures carved upon it. It was a magic 
lamp, which once belonged to the Arabian astrologer 
El Geber, in Spain. Its light was beautiful as the 
Ught of stars ; and, night after night, as the lonely 
wight sat alone and read in hb lofty tower, through 
the mist, and mirk, and dropping rain, it streamed 
out into the darkness, and was seen by many wake- 
ful eyes. To the poir student Hieronymus it was a 
tuonderful Aladdin's lamp« for in its flame a divinity 
revealed herself unto him^ and showed him trea- - 
siures. Whenever he opened a ponderous, antiquated 
tome, it seemed as if some angel opened for him the 
gates of Paradise, and already he was known in the 
city as Hieronymus the learned. 

*< But, alas ! he could read no more. The charm 
was brbken. Hour after hour he passed, with his 
' hands d^ped before him, and his fair eyes gadng at 
vacancy. What could so disturb the studies of this 
melancholy wight? Lady, he was in love I Have 
><Hi ever been in love ^ B.e\v8J^%ftfcTL'<^^^a>i5fe^*^ 
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beautiful Hermione ; and as, when we have thought- 
lessly looked at the sun, our dazzled eyes, though 
closed, behold it still, so he beheld by day and by 
night the radiant image of her upon whom he had 
too rashly gazed. Alas I he was unhappy ; for the 
proud Hermione disdained the love of a poor student, 
whose only wealth was a magic lamp. In marble 
halls, and amid the gay crowds that worshipped her, 
she had almost forgotten that such a being lived as 
the student Hieronymus. The adoration of his heart 
had been to her only as the perfume of a wild flower, 
which she had carelessly crushed with her foot in 
passing. But he had lost all ; for he had lost the 
quiet of his thoughts, and his agitated soul reflected 
only broken and distorted images of things. The 
world laughed at the poor student, who, in his torn 
and threadbare cassock, dared to lift his eyes to the 
Lady Hermione ; while he sat alone in his de8<date 
chamber, and suffered in silence. He remembered 
many things which he would fain forget ; but which, • 
if he had forgotten them, he would wish again to 
remember. Such were the linden trees of Bulach, 
under whose pleasant shade he had told his love to 
Hermione. This was the scene which he most wished 
to forget, yet loved most to remember ; and of this 
he was now dreaming, with his hands clasped upon 
his . book, and that kind of music ih his thoughts 
which you, lady, mistook for rhyme. 

** Suddenly the cathedral clock struck twelve with 
a melancholy clang. It roused^the student Hierony- 
mtis £rom big dream ; and rang m Itkia e»x«, like the 
iron hoo£s of the steeds of Timev TVi« TQa^^\iw» 
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had come, when the diyinity of the lamp moflt wil- 
lingly revealed henelf to her votary. The bronze 
figures seemed alive; a white cloud rose from the 
flame, and spread itself through the chamber, whose 
four walls dilated into magnificent cloud vistas ; a 
fragrance, as of wil^ flowers, filled the air, and a 
dreamy music, like distant, ■ sweet^chiming bells, 
announced the approach of the midnight divinity. 
Through his streaming tears the heart-broken stu- 
dent beheld her once more descending a pass in the 
snowy cloud-mountains, as at evening, the dewy 
Hesperus comes from ^e bosmn of the mist, and 
assumes his station in the sky. At her approach 
his spirit grew more calm ; for her presence was, to 
his feverish heart, like a tropical night, — ^beautiful, 
and soothing, and invigorating. At length she stood 
before him revealed in all her beauty, and he com- 
prehended the language of her sweet but silent lips, 
which seemed to say — *What would the student 
Hieronymus to-night?' — 'Peace!* he answered, 
raising his clasped hands, and smiling tl^ugh his 
tears. * The student Hieronymus imploreth peace !' 
* Then go,' said the spirit, * go to the Foiintain of 
Oblivion in the deepest soUtude of the Black Forest, 
and cast this scroll into its waters, 'and thou shalt 
be at peace once more.' Hieronymus opened his 
Arms to embrace the divuiity, for her .countenance 
assumed the features of Hermione; but she vanished 
away— the music ceased, the gbrgeoud cloud-land 
sank and fell asunder, and thd student was alone 
within the fcMi bare walls of hia c(hAxn.bfiK« i^^ 
bowed bis head downwaxd^YvAA ^^i^^-^i^'^^'^Ks^^- 



234 HYPERION. 

ment scroll, which was lying beside the lamp. 
Upon it was written only the name of Hermione ! 

'*The next morning Hieronymns put the scroll 
into his bosom* and went his way in search of tke 
Foimtain of ObliTion. A few days brought him 
to the skirts of the Black Forest. He entered, not 
without a feeling of dread, that land of shadows ; 
and passed onward under mehmoholy pines and 
cedars, whose branches grew abroad and mingled 
together, and, as they swayed up and down, filled 
the air with solemn twili^t and a sound of sorrow. 
As he advanced into the forest the waving moss 
hung, like curtains, £rom the branches overhead, 
and more and more shutout the light of heaven, and 
he knew that the Fountain of Oblivion was not far 
off. Even then the sound of falling waters was min- 
gled with the roar of the pines overhead ; and ere 
long he came to a river, moving in solemn majesty 
through the forest, and falling wiUi a dull, leaden 
sound into a nxotionlesr and stagnant lake, above 
which th^)[)ranche8 of the forest met and mingled, 
forming perpetual night. This was the Fountain of 
Oblivion. 

** Upon its brink the student paused, and gaied 
into the dark waters with a stead&st look. They 
were limpid waters, dark with shadows only. And 
as he gazed, he beheld, fax down in their silent 
depths, dim, and ill-defined ontUnes, wavering to 
and fro, like the folds of a white garment in the 
twilight. Then more distinct andpermanent shines 
stvse^f-^bapea familiar to hia tiu^^et &T^ottea 
^uid namembeted ngaiiiy as the te^OiCfBte cil"^ ^ixMSBL% 
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till at length, tea, far below him he beheld the great 
city of the Past, with silent marble streets, and moss* 
grown walls, and spires uprising with a wave-like, 
flickering motion. And anud the crowd that thronged 
those streets, he beheld fiices once familiar and dear 
to him ; and heard sorrowful, sweet voices singing — 
■ O, forget us not ! O, forget us not !' and then the 
distant mournful sound of funeral bells, that were 
tolling below, in the city of the Past. But in the 
gardens of that city there were children playing, and 
among them one who wore his features as they had 
been in childhood. He was leading a Uttle girl by 
the hand, and caressed her often, and adorned her 
with flowers. Then, like a dream, the scene changed, 
and the boy had grown older, and stood alone, 
gazing into the sky; and, as he gased, his coun- 
tenance changed again, and Hieronymus beheld 
him, as if it had been his own image in the clear 
water ; and before him stood a beauteous maiden, 
whose face was like the £ace of Hermione, and he 
feared lest the scroll had fallen into the water, as he 
bent over it. Starting as from a dream, he put his 
hand into his bosom and breathed freely again, when 
he found the scroll still there. He drew it forth 
and read the blessed name of Hermione, and the 
city beneath him vanished away, and the air grew 
fragrant as with the breath of May-flowers, and a 
light streamed through the shadowy forest and 
- gleamed ux>onthe lake; and the student Hieronymus 
pressed the dear name to his lips and exclaimed 
^th streaming eyes — * O, scorn me aa thou wilt^ 
still, still will I love HtL^ \ wdA.^1 xaasifc^MSS^'^ajsw- 
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diate the gloom of my life, and make the waters of 
Oblivion smile !' And the name was no longer Her- 
mione, but was changed to Mary; and the student 
Hieronymus — ^is lying at your feet! O, genile 
lady! 

' I did hear you talk 
Far above singing ; after you were gone 
I grew acquainted with my heart, and searched 
What stirred it so ! Alas I I found it love/ " 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A TALK ON TEE STATUS. 

No ! I will not describe that scene ; nor how paffe 
the stately lady- sat- on the border of the green, 
sunny meadow ! The heiurts of some women trem- 
ble like leaves at every breath of love which reaches 
them, and then are still again. Others, . like • the 
ocean, are moved only by the breath of a storm, and 
not so easily Itilledto rest. And such was the proud 
heart of Mary Ashburton. It had remained un» 
moved by the presence' of this stranger, and- the 
sound of his footsteps and his voice excited in it no 
emotion. He had deceived himself ! Silently they 
walked homeward through the green meadow. The 
very simshine was sad, and the rising wind through 
the old ruin above them sounded in his ears like a 
hollow laugh ! 

Flemming went straight to his chamber. On the 
way he passed the walnut trees under which he had 
first seen the face of Mary Ashburto^. Involimtar^- 
he closed his eyes. They were full of tears. Oh, 
thete are places in this world which Sve never wish 
to see again, however deat they may be to us. The 
towers. of the old ^axiciBCttn.'OC^Tv's^i^X Tvs^^stVj^*^^ 
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SO gloomily as then, though the bright siunmer sun 
was shining ftill upon them. 

In his chamber he found Berkley. He was look- 
ing out of the window whistling. 

** This evening I lessee Interlachen lor ever," said 
Flemming, rather abruptly. 

Berkley stared* 

^ Indeed ! I^y what is the matter ? Y(m look 
as pale as a ghost !** 

"And have good reason to look palel" replied 
Flemming, bitterly. '* Hoffmann says, in one of his . 
note*books, that on the eleventh of Mazcht at half- 
past eight o'clock precisely, he was an ass. That is • 
what I was this morning at half-past ten o'clock 
precisely, and am now, and I suppose always shall 
be.*' 

He tried to laugh, but could not. He then related 
to Berkley the whole story frcna beginning to end. 

'*This is a miserable piece of business!" ex* 
claimed Berkley, when he had finished. <* Strange 
enough ! And yet I had long ceased to marvel at 
the caprices of women. Did not Pan ciq^^tivate the 
chaste Diana } Did not Titania love Nick Bottom 
with his ass's head? Do you think that maiden's 
eyes are no longer touched with the Jiuce of Utte^ 
in-idleness ? Take my word for it, she is in love 
with somebody else. There must be some reason fo 
this. No; women never have any reason except 
their will. But never mind. Keep a stout keart. 
Care lulled a cat. After all-*-what is she > Who is 
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exciteme&t. **Vtot one word moYe» I beseech you. 
Do not think to console me by depreciating her. 
She is very dear to nle still-- a beautifUl, high- 
mixided, noble woman." 

"Yes," answered Berkley, ** that i» the way with 
you all, you ^oung men. You see a sweet £Eice, or a 
something, you know not what, and flickering reason 
says Good-night; Amen to coBunon sense. The 
imagination invests the beloved object with a thou- 
sand superlative charms \ furnishes her with all the 
purple and fine linen* all the rich apparel and fiimi- 
txire o£ human nature. I did the same when I was 
young. I was once as deeperately in love as you are 
nowy and went ihrough all the 

* Delidoas deaths, soft ezhalaticDS, 
Of flool; dear and HMne annihilaUons, 
A thousand unkno^yn rites 
Of joys, and rarefied delights.* 

I adored, and was rejected. * You are in love with 
certain attributes,* said the lady. 'Damn your at- 
tributes, madam^' said'I ; * I know nothing of attri- 
butes.' 'Sir,* said she with dignity, 'you have 
been drinking.* So we parted. She was married 
afterwards to another, who knew something about 
attributes, I suppose. I have seen her once since, 
and only once. She had a baby in a yellow gown. 
I httte a baby in a yellow gown. How ^lad I am she 
did not marry me. One of these days you will be 
glad yott have been rejected. Take my word for it." 
''All that does not prevent my lot from being a 
veiy melancholy one y Mi<iYf\s!inas^^^»^"^* 
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" O, never mind the lot," cried Berkley, laughixig, 
** 60 long as you don*t get Lot's wife, "{f the cu- 
cumber is biHer, throw it away, as the plulo8opher« 
Marcus Antonius, says in his Meditations* Forget 
her, and all will -be as if 3rou had not knpwn her/' 

"I shall never forget her," replied . Flenuning, 
rather solemnly. 1* Not my pride, but my affections, 
are wounded ; and the wound is- tpo deep ever to 
heal. I shall carry it with me always. I enter no 
more into the world, but vill dweU only in the world 
of my own thoughts. All great and unusual occur- 
rences, whether of joy or sorrow, lift us above this 
earth, and we shall do well always to preserve this 
elevation. Hitherto I have not done so. But now 
I will no more descend ; I will sit apart, and above 
the world, with my mournful yet holy thoughts." 

"Whew! you had better go into society; the 
whirl and delirium will cure you in a week. If you 
tind a lady who pleases you very much, and you 
wish to marry her, and she wiU not listen to such a 
horrid thing, I see but one remedy, which is to find 
another who pleases you more, and who will listen 
to it." 

** No, my friend ; you do not understand my cha- 
racter," said Flemming, shaking his head. ** I love 
this woman with a deep and lasting affection. I 
shall never cease to love her. This may be madtiete 
iu me, but so it is. Alas ! and alas ! Paracelsus of 
old wasted Hfe in trying to discover its elixir, which 
after all turned out to be alcohol ; and instead of 
beji3g made immortal upon earth, he died dnlnk on 
the Hoar of a, tavera. The like Y^aip^^ctvaVim^K^QC 
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US. We waste our best years in distilling the sweet- 
est flowers of life into love potions, which after aU 
do not immortalise, but only intoxicate us. By 
heaven ! we are all of us mad !" 

** But are you sure the case is utterly hopeless ?" 

«« Utterly! utterly!" 

" And yet I perceive you have not laid aside all 
hope. You still flatter yourself that the lady's 
heart may change. The great secret of happiness 
consists not in enjoying, but in renouncing. But it 
is hard, very hard. Hope has as many Hves as a cat 
or a king. I dare say you have heard the old Italian 
proverb, *the king never dies.* But perhaps you 
have never heard, that at the court of Naples, where 
the dead body lies in state, his dinner is carried up 
to him as usiud, and the court physician tastes it to 
see that it be not poisoned ; and then the servants 
bear it out again, saying * The king does not diHe 
to-day.' Hope in our souls is king, and we &lso say, 
''The king never dies.' Even when in reality he 
lies dead within us, in a kind of solemn mockery we 
offer him his accustomed food, but are constrained 
to say, * The king does not dine to-day.' It must 
be an evil day indeed when a ]dng of Naples has zio 
heart for his dinner ! but you yourself are a proof 
tjiat the king never dies. You are feeding your 
kiilg, although you say he is dead." 

•* To show you that I do not wish to cherish hope," 
replied Flemming, **I shall leave tnterlacheu to* 
monoi7 morning. I am going to the Tyrol." ^ 

" Ypu are right," said Berkley ; "t\i<ex^\&TiS2jCssaN% 
^ good for Borrovt as rapid moxioti Vsa. \X\a 'iV^XN.^ss., 
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I shall go with you ; though probably your conver- 
sation will not be very various — ^nothing but Edward 
and Kunigunde." 

" What do you mean by that ?** 

*' Go to Berlin, and you will find out. However, 
jesting apart, I will do all I can to cheer you, and 
make you forget the dark ladie, and this untoward 
accident.'* 

•'Accident!" said Flemming : "thia is no acci- 
dent, but Grod's providence which brought us toge- 
ther to punish me for my sins." 

" O, my friend," interrupted Berkley, ** if you 
.see the finger of Providence so distinctly in every 
ftct of your life, you will end by thinking yourself 
an apostle and envoy extraordinary. I see nothing 
so very uncommon in what has happened to you." 

*• WTiat ! not when our sotds are so akin to each 
other ! When we seemed so formed to be together — 
to be one !" 

** I have often observed," replied Berkley, coldly, 
"that those who afe of kindred souls rarely wed 
together ; almost as rarely as those who are akin by 
blood. There seems, indeed, to be such a thing as 
spiritual incest. Therefore, mad lover, do not think 
to persuade thyself and thy scornful lady that you 
have kindred souls ; but rather the contrary — th&t 
you are much unlike, and each wanting in those 
qualities which most mark and distinguish the other. 
Trust me, thy courtship will then be more prosr 
perous. But good morning. I must prepare for 
this sudden journey." 
On the following moTmngT\eaccccca%TOL\'^i«^ 
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Started on their way to Innsbruck, like Huon of 
Bordeaux and Scherasmin on their way to Babylon. 
Berkley's self- assumed duty was to console his com- 
panion; a duty which he performed like an old 
Spanish Matadora, a woman whose business was to 
attend the sick, and put her elbow into the stomach 
of the dying to shorten their agony. 



Q.^ 
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"Mortal, they softly say. 

Peace to thy heart ! 
We too, yea, mortal. 

Have been as thou art ; 
Hope-lifted, doabt-deprewed. 

Seeing in part, 
Tried, troubled, tempted,— 
Sustained,— as thou art." 
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CHAPTER I. 

A MISERERE. 

In the Orlando Inamorata, Malagigi, the necro- 
mancer, puts all the company to sleep by reading to 
them from a book. Some books have this power of 
themselves, and need no necromancer. Fearing, 
gentle reader, that mine may be of this kind, I have 
provided these introductory chapters, from time to 
time, like stalls or misereres in a church, with 
flowery canopies and poppy-heads over them, where 
thou mayest sit down and sleep. 

No, — the figure is not a bad one. This book does 
somewhat resemble a minster, in the Romanesque 
style, -vTith pinnacles, and flying buttresses, and 
roofs, 

** Gargoyled with greyhounds, and with many lions 
Made of tine gold, with divers sundry dragons." 

You Step into its shade and coolness out of the hot 
streets of life ; a mysterious light streams through 
the painted glass of the marigold windows, staining 
the cusps and crumbled leaves of the window-shafts, 
and the cherubs and holy- water stoups below. Here 
and there is. an image of the Virgin Mary, and other 
images, "in divers ve8tUIea,<i«X3L"&^^^e^'^'s»^^yei»^'^^ 
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housings mad^ about the tomb I" and, above all, 
swells the vast dome of heaven, with its star-mould- 
ings, and the flaming oonsteUations, like the mosaics 
in the dome of St. Peter's. Have you not heard 
funeral psalms from the chauntry? Have you not 
heard the sound of church bells, as I promised? 
mysterious soimds from the past and futdre, as from 
the belfries outside the cathedral; even such a 
moumfiil, mellow, watery peal of bells, as is heard 
sometimes at sea, from cities afar off below the 
horizon? 

I know not how this Romanesque, and at times 
flambeauant, style of architecture may please the 
critics. They may wish, perhaps, that I had omitted 
some of my. many ornaments, my arabesques, and 
roses, and fantastic spouts, and holy-roods, and 
Gallilee steeples. But would it then have been 
Romanesque ? 

But perhaps, gentle reader, thou art one of those 
who think the days of romance gone for ever. Be- 
lieve it not ! O, believe it not ! Thou hast at this 
moment in thy heart as sweet a romance as was ever 
u-ritten. Thou art not less a woman, because thou 
dost not sit aloft in a tower, with a tassel-gentle on 
thy wrist ! Thou art not less a man, because thou 
wearest no hauberk, nor mail-sark, and goest not on 
horseback after foolish adventures! Xay, nay! 
Every one has a romance in his own heart. All 
that has blessed or awed the world lies there ; and 

*' The oracle within Mm, that wWeh lives, 
He must Invoke and question,— not dead bookB, 
A'pr erdinancw, not mooMUtotten vwe^T**" 
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Sooner or later Bome passage of every one's ro- 
mance m\i8t be written either in worcU or actions. 
They will jaroclaim the truth— for truth is thought, 
which has assumed its appropriate garments, either 
of words or actions; while falsehood is thought 
which, disguised in words or actions not its own, 
oomes before the blind old world, as Jacob came 
before the patriarch Isaac, clothed in the goodly 
raiment of his brother Esau. And the world, like 
the patriarch, is often deceived; for, though the 
voice is Jacob's voice, yet the hands are the hands 
of Esau, and the false ta)ies away the birthright and 
the blessing from the true. Hence it is, that the 
world so often lifts up its voice — ^and weeps. 

That very pleasing and fanciful Chinese romance, 
'The Shadow in the Water,* ends with the hero's 
marrying both the heroines. I hope my gentle 
reader feels curious to know the end of this romance, 
which is a shadow upon the earth, and see whether 
there be any marriage at all in it. 

That is the very point I am now thinking of, as I 
sit here at my pleasant chamber window, and enjoy 
the balmy air of a bright stimmer morning, and 
watch the motions of the golden robin, that sits on 
its swinging nest on the outermost, pendulous branch 
of yonder ehn. The broad meadows and the steel- 
Uue river remind me of the meadows of Unterseen^ 
and the river Aar ; and beyond them rise magnifi- 
cent snow-white clouds, piled up like Alps. Thus 
the shades of Washington and William Tell seem to 
walk together in these Elysian Fields ! For it was 
here, that in days long gonft, ovxt ^^"sX^'^^'^Sv.^s^'^^n 
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and yonder clouds so much, resemble the snowy Alps, 
that they remind me irresistibly of the Swiss. Noble 
examples of a high purpose and a fixed will ! Do 
they not move, Hyperion-like, on high ? Were they 
not likewise sons of heaven and earth } 

Nothing can be more lovely than these summer 
mornings, nor than the southern window at which I 
sit and write, in this old mansion, which is like an 
Italian villa. But O, this lassitude, — this weari- 
ness, — when all around me is so bright ! I have this 
morning a singular longing for flowers ; a wish to 
stroll among the iioses and carnations, and inhale 
their breath, as if it would revive me. I wish I 
knew the man who called flowers "the fugitive 
poetry of nature," From this distance — from these 
scholastic shades — ^from this leafy, blossoming, and 
beautiful Cambridge, I stretch forth my hand to 
grasp his, as the hand of a poet ! Yes ; this morning 
I would rather stroll with him among the gay flowers, 
than sit l^re and write. I feel so weary ! 

Old men with their staves, says the Spanish poet, 
are ever knocking at the door of the grave. But I 
am not old. The Spanish poet might have included 
the yoimg also. No matter ! Courage, and forward ! 
The romance must be finished ; — and finished soon, 

O, thou poor authorling ! Reach a little deeper 
into the human heart ! Touch those strings — ^touch 
those deeper strings, and more boldly, or the notes 
will die away like whispers, and no ear shall hear 
them, save thine own ! And to cheer thy solitary 
labour, remember, that the secret studies of an 
aiifhorare the sunken pieis upou'^i^iiODk. \a xat^ax 



HTPEBION. 



251 



the bridge of his fame, spanning the dark waters of 
obliTion. They are out of sight ; but without them 
no superstructure can stand secure ! 

And now, reader, since the sermon is over, and 
we are still^sitting here in this misererefTet us read 
aloud a page from the old parchment manuscript on 
the lettem before us ; let us sing it through these 
dusky aisles, like a Gregorian chaimt, and startle 
the sleeping congregation ! 

** I have read of the great river Euripus, which 
ebbeth and floweth seven times a day, and with such 
violence that it carrieth ships upon it with full sail, 
directly against the wind. Seven times in an hour 
ebbeth and floweth rash opinion, in the torrent of 
indiscreet and troublesome apprehensions, carrying 
critic calumny and squint-eyed detraction mainly 
against the wind of wisdom and judgment." 

In secido seculorum ! Amen ! 
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CHAPTER n. 

CUBFBW BELLS. 

Welcome disappointment ! Thy hand ia cold and 
hard, but it is the hand of a Mend ! Thy voice in 
stem and harsh, but it is the voice of a Mend ! O, 
there is something sublime in calm endurance, 
something sublime in the resolute, fixed purpose 
of suffering without complaining, which makes dis- 
appointment oftentimes better than success ! 

The Emperor Isaac Angelus made a treaty with 
Saladin, and tried to purchase the hply sepulchre 
with gold. Richard Lion-heart scorned such alii* 
ance, and sought to recover it by battle. Thus do 
weak minds make treaties with the passions they 
cannot overcome, and try to purchase happiness at 
the expense of principle. But the resolute will of a 
strong man scorns such means, and struggles nobly 
with his foe to achieve great deeds. Therefore, 
whosoever thou art that sufferest, try not to dis- 
sipate thy sorrow by the breath of the world, nor 
drown its voice in thoughtless merriment. It is a 
treacherous peace that is purchased by indulgence. 
Hatber take this sorrow to thy \ieart, wadi xmSl^ \\^ 
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part of thee, and it shall nourish thee till thou art 
strong again. 

The shadows of the mind are like those of the 
body. In the morning of life they all lie behind us ; 
at noon we trample them under foot : and in the 
evening they stretch long, broad, and deepening b&> 
fore us. Are not, then, the sorrows of childhood ts 
dark as those of age ? Are not the morning sha- 
dows of life as deep and broad as those of its 
evening? Tes: but morning shadows soon fade 
away, while those of evening reach forward into the 
night, and mingle with the coming darkness. Man 
is begotten in delight and bom in pain; and in 
these are the rapture and labour of his life foresha- 
dowed from the beginning. But the life of man upon 
this fsiir earth is made up for the most part of little 
pains and little pleasures. The great wonder-flow- 
ers bloom but once in a lifetime. 

A week had already elapsed since the events re- 
corded in the last chapter. Paul Flemming went 
his way, a melancholy man, ** drinking the sMneet 
wormwood of his sorrow.'* He did not rail at Pro- 
vidence, and call it fate, but suffered and was silent. 
It is a beautiful trait in the lover's character, that 
he thinks no evil of the object loved. What he suf- 
fered was no swift storm of fieeling, that passes away 
with a noise, and leaves the heart clearer; but a 
dark phantom had risen up in the clear night, and 
likethatof Adamastor, hidthektars; and, ifit ever 
vahished away for a season, still the deep douhd of 
the tnoiinlTig xiiaill Would be heard afar« through 
maiiy i dark and loUftlj YvjCmx* fc^^ 'Ccsi^\A Ngs^jifc- 
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neyed on, wrapped in desponding gloom, and mainly 
heedless of all things around him. His mind was 
^stempered. That one face was always before him : 
that one voice for ever saying, — 

" You are not the magician." 

Painful indeed, it is to be misunderstood and im- 
dervalued by those we love. But this, too, in our 
life, must we learn to bear without a murmur, for it 
is a tale often repeated. 

There are persons in this world to whom all local 
associations are naught. The genius of the place 
speaks not to them. Even on battle fields, where 
the voice of this genius is wont to be loudest, they 
hear only the sound of their own voices : they meet 
there only their own dull and pedantic thoughts, stB 
the old grammarian Brunetto Latini met on the 
plain of Roncesvalles a poor student riding on a bay 
mule. This was not always the case with Paul 
Flemming, but it had become so now. He felt no 
interest in the scenery around him. He hardly 
looked at it. Even the difficult moimtain passes, 
where, from his rocky eyrie, the eagle-eyed Tyrolese 
peasant had watched his. foe, and the roaring, turbid 
torrent underneath, which had swallowed up the 
bloody corse, that fell from the rocks like a crushed 
worm, awakened no lively emotion in his breast. 
All annmd him seemed dreamy and vague; all 
within dim, as in a stm's eclipse. As the mooH, 
whether visible or invisible, has the power over the 
tides of the ocean, so the face of that lady, whether 
present or absent, had power over the tides of his 
soul; both by day and mght^ boti^. ^iro2ii^xi% «iA 
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sleeping. In every pale fSstce and dark eye he saw a 
resemblance to her ; and what the day denied him 
in reality, the night gave him in dreams. 

** This is a strange, fantastic world," said Berkley, 
after a very long silence, during which the two 
travellers had been sitting each in his comer of the 
travelling-carriage, wrapped in his own reflections. 
" A very strange ftintastic world : where each one 
pursues his own golden bubble, and laughs at his 
neighboiLr for doing the same. I have been thinking 
how a moral Linnajus would classify our race. I 
think he would divide it, not as Lord Byron did, 
into two great classes, the bores and those who are 
bored, but into three, namely, happy men, lucky 
dogs, and miserable wretches. This is more true 
and philosophical, though, perhaps, not quite ao 
comprehensive. He is the happy man, who, blessed 
with modest ease, a wife and children, sits en- 
throned in the hearts of his family, and knows no 
other ambition than that of making those around 
him happy. But the lucky dog is he, who; free 
from aU domestic cares, saimters up and down his 
room, in moming-gown and slippers, drums on the 
window of a rainy day, and as he stirs his evening 
fire, snaps his fingers at the world, and says, * I have 
no wife nor children, good or bad, to provide for.' 
I had a friend, who is now no more. He was taken 
away in the bloom of life, by a very rapid — widow. 
He was by birth and by profession a beau, — bom 
with a quizzing-glass and a cane. Cock of the 
walk, he flapped his wings, and crowed among the 
-feathered tribe. But alaa \ «l l«a^ ^\>a^fc Tg?flESii!^\isaK 
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torn his crest out, and he shall crow no more. You 
will generally find him of a morning, smelling round 
a beef-cart, with domestic felicity written in every 
line of his countenance ; and sometimes meet him in 
a cross street at noon, hurrying ^omeward with a 
beef steak on a wooden skewer, or a fresh fish, witii 
a piece of tarred twine run through its gills. In the 
evening he rocks the cradle, and gees up in the night 
when the child cries. like a Goth of the dark ages, 
he consults his wife on all mighty matters, and looks- 
upon her as a being of more than human goodness 
and wisdom. In short, the ladies all say he is a 
very domestic man, and makes a good husband; 
which, under the rose, is only a more polite way of 
saying he is henpecked. He is a happy man. I have 
another dear Mend, who is a sexagenary bachelor. 
He has one of those well-oiled dispositions, which 
turn upon the hinges of the world without creaking. 
The hey-day of life is over with him ; but his old 
age is sunny and chirping, and a merry heart still 
nestles in his tottering frame, like a swallow that 
builds in a tumble-down chimney. He is a pro- 
fessed sqture of dames. The rustle of a silk gown 
is music to his ears, and his imagination is con« 
tinually lantern-led by some will-with-a-whisp in 
ihe shape of a lady's stomacher. In his devotion to 
the fair sex, — ^the muslin, as he caUs it, — ^he is the 
gentle flower of chivalry. It is amusing to see how 
qtiick he strikes into the scent of a lady's handker- 
chief. When once fairly in pursuit, there is no such 
tiling' as tlirowing him put* His heart looks out at 
his eye, aiid his inward deUg\Atva%\«k^Qwra.Vi^iSttfc 
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tail of his coat. He loves to bask in the sunshine of 
a smile ; when he can breathe the sweet atmosphere 
of kid gloves and cambric handkerchief, his soul is 
In its element ; and his supreme delight is to pass 
the morning, to use his own quaint language, ' in 
wftk ing dodging calls, and wiggling round among 
the ladies !' He is a lucky dog !" 

**And as a specimen of this class of miserable 
wretches, I suppose you will take me," said Flem- 
ming, making an effort to enter into his friend's 
humour. " Certainly I am wretched enough. You 
may make me the stuffed bear, — ^thc specimen of 
this class." 

" By no means," replied Berkley : ** you are not 
reduced so low. He only is utterly wretched who is 
the slave of his own passions, or those of others. 
ThJB, I trust, will never be your condition. * Why 
so wan and pale, fond lover ?' Do you remember 
Sir John Suckling's song ? — 

** Why 80 WKD. and pale, fond lover ; 

Pr'yfhee why bo pale ? 
'Wm, if looking well can't move her, 

IxKddng ill prevail! 

Pr'ythee why so pale t 

Why 80 doU and mate, yoong sinner ; 

Pr*ythee why so mute t 
1^111, if speaking weU cant win her. 

Saying nothing do itt 

Pr*ythee why so mute ! 

Qoit, quit, for shame I this cannot move; 

This cannot take her I 
If of herself she do not love. 

Nothing will make her ! 

The devH take her V 
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How do you like that r*' 

"To you I say quit, quit, for shame/* replied 
Flemming. " Why quote the songs of that witty 
and licentious age ? Have you no better consola- 
tion to offer me ? How many, many times must I 
tell you, that I bear the lady no ill-will ? I do not 
blame her for not loving me. I desire her happiness, 
even at the sacrifice of my own." 

" That is generous in you, and deserves a better 
fate. But you are so figurative in all you say that a 
stranger would think you had no real feeling, — and 
only fanci&d yourself in love." 

" Expression of feeling is difierent with different 
minds. It is not always simple. Some minds when 
excited, naturally speak in figures and similitudes. 
They do not on that accoimt feel less deeply. This 
is obvious in our commonest modes of speech. It 
depends upon the individual." 

" Kyrie Eleeson !" 

"Well, abuse my figures of speech as much as 
you please. What I insist upon is, that you shall 
not abuse the lady. When did you ever hear me 
breathe a whisper against her ?" 

" Oho! Now you speak like Launce to his dog?" 

Their conversation, which had begun so merrily, 
was here suddenly interrupted by a rattling peal of 
thunder, that annoimced a near-'ax>proaching storm. 
It was late in the afternoon, and the whole heaven 
black with low, trailing ck>uds. Still blacker the 
storm came sailing up majestically from the south- 
wc8t, with almost unbroken voUeys of distant thun- 
dc2\ The wind seemed to >)« «\atixi^xi!^ «b tS^ss<ad 
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redoubt, and marched onward with dust, and the 
green banners of the trees flapping in the air, and 
heavy cannonading, and occasionally an explosion, 
like the blowing up of a powder- waggon. Mingled 
with this was the sound of thunder-bells from a 
village not far off. They were all ringing dolefully 
to ward off the thunderbolt. At the entrance of the 
village stood a large wooden crucifix ; around which 
was a crowd of priests and peasants, kneeling in the 
wet grass, by the road-side, with their hands and 
eyes lifted to heaven, and praying fot rain. Their 
prayer was soon answered. 

The travellers drove on with the driving wind and 
rain. They had come from Landeck, and hoped to 
reach Innsbruck before midnight. Night closed in, 
and Flemming fell asleep with a loud storm over- 
head, and at his feet the roaring Inn, a mountain 
torrent leaping onward as wild and restless as when 
it first sprang from its cradle in the solitudes of En- 
gaddin; meet emblem of himself, thus rushing 
through the llight. His slumber was long, but bro- 
ken ; and at length he awoke in terror, for he heard 
a voice pronounce in his ear distinctly these words — 
" They have brought the dead body." 
They were driving by a churchyard at the en- 
trance of a town, and among the tombs a dim lamp 
was burning before an image of the Virgin. It had 
a most unearthly appearance. Flemming almost 
feared to see the congregation of the dead go into 
the church and sing their midnight mass. He spoke 
to Berkley, but received no answer — ^he was in a. 
deep sleep, 

^1 
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** Then it was only a dream," said he to himself; 
'<yet how distant the yoice was. O, if we had 
spiritnal organs, to see and hear things now invisible 
and inaudible to ns, we should behold the whole air 
filled with the departing souls of that vast multi- 
tude which every moment dies, — should behold 
them streaming up like thin vapours heaven-ward, 
and hear the startling blast of the archangel's trump 
sounding incessant through the universe and pro- 
claiming the awful judgment day. Truly the soul 
departs not alone on its last journey, but spirits of 
its kind attend it, when not ministering angels; and 
they go in fSamilies to the unknown land ! Neither 
in life nor in death are we alone." 

He slept again at intervals ; and at length, thou^ 
long after midnight, reached Innsbruck between 
sleeping and waking, his mind filled with dim re- 
collections of the unspeakably dismal night-journey; 
— ^the climbing of hills, and plunging into dark 
ravines; — the momentary rattling of the wheels over 
paved streets of towns, and the succeeding hollow 
rolling and tramping on the wet earth ; — ^the black* 
ness of the night ; — ^the thunder, and lightning, and 
rain;— -the roar of waters, leaping through deej 
^liAin"« by the road side, and the wind through th' 
mountain-passes, sounding loud and long, like th 
irrepressible laughter of the gods. 

The travellers on the morrow lingered not long 
Innsbruck. They did not fail, however, to visit t 
tomb o/Hazimilian in the Franciscan Church of 
Soly Cross, and gaze with some admiration v 
the twenty-eight gigantic bionze statafift cS^ ^W 
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of Bouillon, and King Arthur, and Ernest the Iron- 
man, and Frederick of the Empty Pockets, ki^gs 
and heroes, and others, which stand leaning on 
their swords between the columns of the church, as 
if guarding the tomb of the dead. These statues 
reminded Flemming of the bronze giants, which 
strike the hours on the belfry of San Basso, in 
Venice, and of the flail-armed monsters that guarded 
the gateway of Angulaffer's castle in Oberon. After 
gazing awhile at these motionless sentinels, they 
went forth, and strolled through the public gardens, 
with the jagged mountains right over their heads, 
and all aroimd them tall, melancholy pines, like 
Tyrolese peasants with shaggy hair; and at their 
feet the mad torrent of the Inn, sweeping with tur- 
bid waves through the midst of the town. In the 
afternoon they drove on towards Salzburg, through 
tibe magnificent mountain passes of Waidering and 
Unken. 
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CHAPTER m. 

SHADOWS ON THE WALL. 

On the following morning Flemming awoke in a 
chamber of the Golden Ship at Salzburg, just as the 
clock in the dome church opposite was striking ten. 
The window-shutters were closed, and the room 
nearly dark. He was lying on his back, with bis 
hands crossed on his breast, and his eyes looking up 
at the white curtains overhead. He thought them 
the white marble canopy of a tomb, and himself the 
marble statue, lying beneath. When the clock 
ceased striking, the eight-and-twenty gigantic bronze 
statues from the Church of Holy Rood in Innsbruck 
stalked into the chamber and arranged themselyes 
along the walls, which spread into dimly-lighted 
aisles and arches. On the painted windows he saw 
Interlachen, with its Franciscan cloister, and the 
square tower of the ruins. In a pendent, overhead, 
stood the German student, as Saint Vitus ; and on a 
lavatory, or bason of holy water, below, sat a cherub, 
-with the form and features of Berkley. Then the 
organ pipes began to blow, and he heard the voices 
of an invisible choir chanting. And anon the gilded 
gates in the bronze screen beioie tSiife <i\ka.'^ qt^ti^ 
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and a bridal procession passed through. The bride 
was clothed in the garb of the middle ages, and held 
a book in her hand, with velvet covers, and golden 
clasps. It was Mary Ashburton. She looked at 
him as she passed. Her face was pale, and there 
were tears in her sweet eyes. Then the gates closed 
again ; and one of the oaken poppy-heads over a 
carved stall, in the shape of an owl, flapped its 
broad wings, and hooted, "To- whit! to-whoo !*' 
Then the whole scene changed, and he thought him- 
self a monk's-head on a gutter-spout ; and it rained 
dismally, and Berkley was standing imder with an 
umbrella, laughing ! 

In other words, Flemming was in a raging fever, 
and delirious. He remained in this state for a week. 
The first thing he was conscious of hearing was the 
doctor say to Berkley — 

" The crisis is passed. I now consider him out of 
danger." 

He then fell into a sweet sleep : the wild fever 
had swept away like an angry, red cloud ; and the 
refreshing summer rain began to fall like dew upon 
the parchec^ earth. Still another week, and Flem- 
ming was '* sitting clothed, and in his right mind." 
Berkley had been reading to him, and still held the 
book in his hand, with his fore-finger between the 
leaves. It was a voliune of Hofl6nann*s writings. 

" How very strange it is," said he, " that you can 
hardly open, the biography of any German author, 
but you will find it begin with an account of his 
grandfather. It will tell you how the venerable old 
man walked up and dowa \2afe ^'al^<ea«sass^^%*^ls^Si "^s^^ 
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flowers, wrapped in his morning gown, which is 
likewise ooyered with flowers, and perhaps wearing 
on his head a little velvet cap. Or you will find him 
sitting by the chimney comer, in the great chair, 
smoking his ancestral pipe, with shaggy eyebrows 
and eyes like birds' nests imder the eaves of a house, 
and a mouth like a Nuremberg nutcracker's. The 
future poet climbs upon the old man's knees. His 
genius is not recognised yet. He is thought for the 
most part a dull boy. His father is an austere man ; 
or perhaps dead. But the mother is still there, a 
sickly, saint-like woman, with knitting work ; and 
an elder sister, who has already been in love, and 
wears rings on her fingers : — 

** * Death's heads, and sndi mementos, 

Her grandmother and wonn-eaten annts left to her. 

To tell her what her beaotj must arriye at.' " 

*< But this is not the case with the life of Hoff- 
mann, if I recollect right." 

** No, not precisely. Instead of the grandfather, 
we have the grandmother, a stately dame, who has 
long since shaken hands with the vaifllties of life. 
The mother, separated from her husband, is sick in 
mind and body, and flits to and fro like a shadow. 
Then there is an affectionate maiden aunt ; and an 
imde, a retired judge, the terror of little boys — ^the 
Giant Despair of this Doubting Castle in Koenigt- 
berg; and occasionally the benign countenance of a 
venerable ^anduncle, whom LamotteFouque called 
a hero of the oiden time in monnnig ^own and slip- 
pen, looks iq at the door and «ixdVe&« l3[i^'^s\(^\ 
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story of ihe same house lived a poor boy with his 
mother, who was so for crazed as to beUeve herself 
to be the Virgin Mary, and her son the Saviour of 
the world. Wild fancies, likewise, were to sweep 
through the brain of that child. He was to meet Hoff- 
mann elsewhere and behis friend in after years, though 
as yet they knew nothing of each other. This was 
Werner, who has made some noise in German litera- 
ture as the author of many wild destiny dramas." 

** Hoffinann died, I believe, in Berlin." 

" Yes. He left Koenigsberg at twenty years of 
age, and passed the next eight years of his life in 
the Prussian-Polish Provinces, where he held some 
petty office under government, and took to himself 
many bad habits, and a PoHsh wife. After this he 
was miuslc director at various German theatres, and 
led a wandering, wretched life for ten years. He 
then went to Berlin as Clerk of the Exchange, and 
there remained till his death, which took place some 
seven or eight years afterwards." 

"Did you ever see him?" 

« I was in Berlin during his lifetime, and saw him 
frequently. * I shall never forget the first time. It 
was at one of the iEsthetic Teas, given by a literary 
lady Unter den Linden, where the lions were fed with 
convenient food, from tea and bread and butter up 
to oysters and Khine wine. During the evening my 
attention was arrested by the entrance of a strange 
little figure, with a wild head of brown hair. His 
eyes were bright grey, and his thin lips closely 
pressed together with an expression of not impleas- 
mg irony. This 8txaxige-\oo\;xcki^ ^^'s»RpB3M^\5Rse®^'^ 
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bow his way through the crowd, with quick, nervous, 
hinge-like motionB, much resembling those of a 
marionette. He had a hoarse voice, and such a 
rapid utterance, that although I understood German 
well enough for ordinary purposes, I could not un- 
derstand one half he said. Ere long he had seated 
himself at the pianoforte, and was improvising such 
wild, sweet fancies, that the music of one's dreams 
is not more sweet and wild. Then suddenly some 
painful thought seemed to pass over his mind, as if 
he imagined that he was there to amuse the company. 
He rose from the pianoforte, and seated himself in 
another part of the room, where he began to make 
grimaces, and talk loud while others were singing. 
Finally, he disappeared, like a hobgoblin, laughing, 
* Ho ! ho ! ho !' I asked a person beside me who 
this strange being was. * That was Hofi&nann,' was 
the answer. * The devil !' said I. * Yes,' continued 
my informant ; * and if you should follow him now, 
you would see him plunge into an obscure and un- 
frequented wine-cellar, and there, amid boon com- 
panions, with wine and tobacco smoke, and quirks 
and quibbles, and quaint, witty sayings, turn the 
dim night into glorious day.* *' 

** What a strange being." 

" I once saw him at one of his night carouses. 
He was sitting in his glory, at the head of the table ; 
not stupidly drtmk, but warmed with wine, which 
made him madly eloquent, as the devil's elixir did 
the monk Medardus. There, in the full tide of 
witty discourse, or if silent, his grey, hawk-eye 
Saahing from beneath his matted \iasx, «xA \akm% 
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note of all that wat grotesque in the company round 
him, sat this unfortunate genius, till the day began 
to dawn. Then he found his way homeward, haying, 
like the sotds of the envious in purgatory, his eye- 
lids sewn together with iron wire; — though his was 
from champagne bottles. At such hours he wrote 
his wild, fantastic tales. To his excited fancy every 
thing assumed a spectral look. The shadows of 
familiar things about him stalked like ghosts through 
the haimted chambers of his soul ; and the old por- 
traits on the walls winked at him, and seemed step- 
ping down from their frames; till, aghast at the 
spectral throng about him, he would call his wife 
from her bed, to sit by him while he wrote.'* 
** No wonder he died in the prime of life." 
"No. The only wonder is that he could have 
followed this course of life for six years. I am 
astonished that it did not kill him sooner." 
** But death came at last in an appalling shape." 
" Yes ; his forty-sixth birth-day found him sitting 
at home in his arm-chair, with his friends around 
him. But the rare old wine — ^he always drank the 
best — touched not the sick man's lips that night. 
His wonted humour was gone. Of all his * gibes, 
his gambols, his songs, his flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table in a roar, not one 
now to mock his own grinning ! — quite chopfallen.' 
The conversation was of death and the grave. And 
when one of his friends said, that life was not the 
highest good, Hoffmann interrupted him, exclaiming 
with a startling earnestness, * No ! no ! Life, life, 
only life ! on any conOitioxL Ni^\jas«^^^' "^?«!*?^ 
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months after this he had ceased to live. He died 
piecemeal. His feet and hands, his legs and arms, 
gradually, and in succession, became motionless — 
dead. But his spirit was not dead nor motionless ; 
and through the solitary day or sleepless night, 
lying in his bed, he dictated to an amanuensis his 
last stories. Strange stories, indeed, were they £ar 
a dying man to write ! Yet, such delight did he 
take in dictating them, that he said to his Mend 
Hitzig, that, upon the whole, he was willing to give 
up for ever the use of his hands, if he could but 
presenre the power of writing by dictation. Such 
was his loye of life — of what he called the sweet 
habitude of being !" 

** Was it not he, who in his last hours expressed 
such a longing to behold the green fields once more? 
and exclaimed, * Heaven ! it is already summer, and 
I have not yet seen a single green tree V " 

**Yes, that was Hoffinann. Soon afterwards he 
died. The closing scene was striking. He gradually 
lost all sensation, though his mind remained vigor- 
ous. Feeling no more pain, he said to his physician, 
<It will soon be over now. I feel no more pain.' 
He thought himself well again, but the physician 
knew that he was dying, and said * Ves, it will soon 
be over !' The next morning he called his wife to 
his bedside, and begged her to fold his motionless 
hands together. Then, as he nused his hands to 
heaven, she heard him say, * We must then, think of 
Qod also !' More sorrowful words than these have 
seldom iaUen from the lips of man. Shortly after- 
wardg the ftame of life glaxed. u^ "wijOkmi. \a3&.\ Va 
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said he was well again; that in the evening he 
should go on with the story he was writing, and 
wished that the last sentence might be read oyer to 
him. Shortly after this they turned his fnce to the 
wall, and he died." 

** And thus passed to its account a human soul, 
after much self inflicted . suffering. Let us tread 
lightly upon the poet's ashes. For my part, I con- 
fess that I have not the heart to take him from the 
general crowd of erring, sinful men, and judge him 
harshly. The little I jhaye seen of the world, and 
know of the history of mankind, teaches me to look 
upon the errors of others in sorrow, not in anger. 
When I take the history of one poor heart that has 
sinned and suffered, and represent to myself the 
struggles and temptations it has passed, — ^the brief 
pulsations of joy, — ^the feverish inqiuetude of hope 
and fear,— ^the tears of regret, — ^the feebleness of 
purpose,— the pressure of want,— the desertion of 
friends,— the scorn of a world that has little charity, 
—-the desolation of the soul's sanctuary, and threat- 
ening voices within,«^health gone, — ^happiness gone, 
—even hope, that stays longest with us, gone, — ^I 
have little heart for aught else than thankfulness, 
that it is not so with me, and would fain leave the 
erring soul of my fellow-man with Him from whose 
hands it came, 

<£Ten Ma little cliild. 
Weeping and langliing in its elilldish spdrt."* 

'*You are right. And it is worth a student's 
while to observe calmly Yiaw V^^ft»c^> ^woifc^ «^ 
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midnight did their work like fiends upon the deli- 
cate frame of Hoffmann, and no less thoroughly 
upon his delicate mind. He who drinks beer, thinks 
beer; and he who drinks wine, thinks wine; and 
he who drinks midnight, thinks midnight. He was 
a man of rare intellect. He was endowed with racy- 
humour and sarcastic wit, and a glorious imagina- 
tion. But the fire of his genius burned not peace- 
fully, and with a steady flame, upon the hearth of 
his home. It was a glaring and irregular flame ; for 
the branches that he fed it with were not branches 
from the tree of life ; — but from another tree that 
grew in Paradise, — and they were wet with the un- 
healthy dews of night, and more unhealthy wine ; 
and thus, amid smoke and ashes, the fire burned 
fitfully, and went out with a glare, which leaves the 
beholder blind." 

" This fire within him was aMeleager's firebrand, 
and when it burned out, he died. And, as you say, 
marks of all this are clearly visible in Hoffimaim's 
writings. Indeed, when I read his strange fancies, 
it is with me, as when in the summer night I hear 
the rising wind among the trees, and the branches 
bow, and beckon with their Ipng fingers, and voices 
go gibbering and mocking through the air. A feel- 
ing of awe and mysterious dread comes over me. I 
wish to hear the sound of living voice or footstep 
near me, — ^to see a friendly and familiar face. In 
truth, if it be late at night, the reader as well 83 the 
writer of these unearthly fancies, would fain have a 

patient, meek-eyed wife, with, her knitting-work at 

hiB elbow," 
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Berkley smiled ; but Flemming continued without 
, noticing the smile, though he knew what was pas- 
sing in the mind of his friend — 

** The life and writings of this singular being in- 
terest me in a high degree. Oftentimes one may 
learn more from a man's errors than from his virtues. 
Moreover, from the common sympathies of our na- 
ture, soids that have struggled and suffered are dear 
to me. Willingly do I recognise brotherhood. 
Scars upon their foreheads do not so deform them 
that they cease to interest. They are always signs 
of trouble ; though alas; too often, likewise, of de- 
feat. Seasons of unhealthy, dreamy, vague delight, 
are followed by seasons of weariness and darkness. 
Where are then the bright fancies that, amid the 
great stUlness of the night, arise like stars in the 
firmament of our souls ? The morning dawns, the " 
light of common day shines in upon us, and the hea- 
vens are without a star ! From the lives of such 
men we learn, that mere pleasant sensations are not 
happiness ; — that sensual pleasures are to be drunk 
sparingly, and, as it were, from the palm of the hand ; 
and that those who bow down upon their knees to 
drink of these bright streams that water life, are not 
chosen of God either to overthrow or to overcame !" 

"I think you are very lenient in your judgment. 
This is not the usual defect of critics. like Shak- 
spere's samphire-gatherer, they have a dreadful 
trade! and, to make the simile complete, they 
ought to hang for it !" 

** Methinks it wotdd be hard to hang a man for 
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the sake of a simile. But which of Hof 
works is it that you have in your hand?" 

** His Phatasy Pieces on Callot's manner, 
was this Callot?" 

**He was a Lorrain painter of the sere 
century, celebrated for his wild and grotcsq 
ceptions. These sketches of Hoffinann are im 
of his style. They are full of humour, poet 
briUiant imagination." 

** And which of them shall I read to you 
Bitter Gluck; or the Musical Sufferings o: 
Kreisler ; or that very exquisite story of the 
Jar, wherein is depicted the life of Poesy^ 
common-place world of ours ?" 

« Bead the shortest. Bead Kreisler. Th 
amuse me. It is a picture of his own suffei 
the .Esthetic Teas in Berlin, supposed to be 
in pencil on the blank leaves of a music book 

Thereupon Berkley leaned back in his eas^ 
and read as follows. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MITSIOAL aUFFEBINaS OF JOHN KREI8LES. 

*♦ They are all gone ! I might have known it by 
the i^hispering, shuffling, coughing, buzzing through 
all the notes of the gamut. It was a true swarm of 
bees leaving the old hive. Gottlieb has lighted 
fresh candles for me, and placed a bottle of Bur- 
gundy on the piano-forte. I can play no more, I 
am perfectly exhausted. My glorious old friend 
here on the music-stand is to blame for that. Again 
he has borne me away through the air, as Mephis- 
tophiles did Faust, and so high, that I took not the 
slightest notice of the little men \uider me, though I 
dare say they made noise enough. A rascally, 
worthless, wasted evening ! But now I am well and 
merry ! However, while I was playing I took out 
my pencil, and on page sixty-three, under the last 
system, noted down a couple of good flourishes in 
cipher with my right hand, while ^e left was strug- 
gling away in the torrent of sweet soimds. Upon 
the blank page at the end I go on writing. I leave 
all ciphers and sweet tones, sad with true delight, 
like a sick man restored to kssUh, who can never 
stop relating what he has ««AKdLt\x^^\J^ ^^'H^rtOc^sst?^ 
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circumstantially the dire agonies of this evening's 
tea-party. And not for myself alone, but likewise 
for all those who from time to time may amuse 
themselves with my copy of John Sebastian Bach's 
Variations for the Piano-forte; published by Nageli, 
in Zurich, and who find my marks at the end of the 
thirtieth variation, and led on by the great Latin 
VertCf (I will write it down the moment I get 
through this doleful statement of grievances,) turn 
over tiie leaf and read. 

*'They will at once see the connection. They 
know that the Geheimerath Bodelein's house is a 
charming house to visit in, and that he has two 
daughters, of whom the whole fashionable world pro- 
claims with enthusiasm, that they dance like god- 
desses, speak French like angels, and play and sing 
and draw like the Muses. The Geheimerath Bo- 
delein is a rich man. At his quarterly dinners he 
brings on the most delicious wines, and ziohest 
dishes. All is established on a footing of the grMt- 
est elegance ; and whoever at his tea parties does 
not amuse himself heavenly, has no ton, no etprit, 
and particularly no taste for the fine arts. It is 
with an eye to these, that, with the tea, puach, 
wine, ice-creams, etc., a little music is always sonred 
up, which, like the other refreshments, is very 
quietly swallowed by the fashionable world, 

<<The arrangements are as follows: — after every 

guest has had time enough to drink as many ciq» oif 

tea as he may wish, and punch and ices have been 

handed round twice > the servants wheel out the oard 

tables for the elder and moxe «oU<i^Q(«t\. c£ \3^ ooni- 
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pany, who had rather plaj cards than any musical 
instrument, and to tell the truth, this kind of play- 
ing does not make such a useless noise as others, 
and you hear only the clink of money. 

** This is a hint for the younger part of the com- 
pany to pounce upon the Misses Rodelein. A great 
tumult ensues, in the midst of which you can dis- 
tinguish these words, — 

" ' Schones Praulein ! do not refuse us the gratifi- 
cation of your heavenly talent ! O, sing something ! 
that's a good dear! — ^impossible,— bad cold, — the 
last ball ! have not practised anything,— oh, do, do, 
we beg of you,* etc. 

" Meanwhile (Jottlieb has opened the piano-forte 
and placed the well-known music-book on the stand; 
and from the card table cries the respectable 
niamma~~** 

" * Ckantez donet met enfana,* 

** That is the cue of my part. I place myself at 
the piano-forte, and the Rodeleins are led up to the 
instrument in triumph. 

<<And now another difficulty arises. Neither 
wishes to sing first. 

" * You know, dear Nanette, how dreadful hoarse 
lam.' 

« t Why, my dear Marie, I am as hoarse as you 
are.' 

*• * I sing so badly,' — 

" • O, my dear child, do begin !' 

«• My suggestion, (I always make the same) that 
they should both begin together with a duet, is 
londly applauded ;— the xtwaftSi-XjwJB.^ Sa *5iKsa^s5»^ 
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over, and the leaf^ carefiilly folded down, is atL 
found, and away we go with Doke deltamma, i 

"To tell the truth, the talent of the Misses I 
lein is not the smallest. I have been an instr 
here only five years, and little short of two y& 
the Rodelein family. In this short time, Fra 
Xanette has made such progress, that a tune, v 
she has heard at the theatre only ten times, 
played on the piano-forte, at farthest, ten 1 
more, she will sing right ofi^ so that you know 
moment what it is. Fraulein Marie catches 
the eighth time : and if she is sometimes a qn 
of a note lower than the piano-forte, after all 
very tolerable, considering her pretty little doll- 
and very passable rosy lips. 

** After the duet, a imiversal chorus of applt 
• And now arriettas and duettinos succeed eacho 
and right merrily I hammer away at a thou 
times repeated accompaniment. During the sin; 
the Finanzrathin Eberstein, by coughing and 1 
ming, has given to understand that she also s 
Fraulein Nanette says — 

** * But, my dear Finanzrathin, now you muc 
us hear your exquisite voice.' 

** A new tumult arises. She has a bad col 
her head, — she does not know anything by hi 
Gottlieb brings straightway two armfuls of m 
books, and the leaves are turned over again 
again. First she thinks she will sing Der . 
Roche, etc., then Hebe etch, etc., then Ach, Ich I 
etc. In this embarrassment I propose Bin Vei 
atgfdfr Wiete, etc. But she ia fos KS^y^ \ueKAft «i 
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she wants to xnake a display, and finally selects the 
aria in Constantla. 

<* O scream, squeak, mew, gurgle, groan, agonize, 
quiver, quaver, just as much as you please, madam, 
— I have my foot on the fortissimo pedal, and thun- 
der myself deaft O Satan, Satan! which of the 
goblins damned has got into this throat, pinching, 
and kicking, and cuffing the tones about so ! Four 
strings have snapped already, and one hammer is 
lamed for life. My ears ring again, — my head hums, 
— ^my nerves tremble! Have all the harsh notes 
from the cracked trumpet of a strolling player been 
imprisoned in this little throat ? (But this excites 
me, — ^I must drink a glass of Burgundy.) 

**The applause was unbounded; and some one 
observed, that the Finanzrathin and Mozart had put 
me quite in a blaze. I smiled with downcast eyes, 
very stupidly. I could but acknowledge it. And 
now all talents, which hitherto had bloomed unseen, 
were in motion wildly flitting to and fro. They 
were bent upon a surfeit of music ; tuttis, finales, 
chorusses must be performed. The Canonicus Krat- 
zer sings, you know, heavenly bass, as was observed 
by the gentleman yonder, with the head of Titus 
Andronicus, who modestly remarked also, that he 
himself was properly only a second-rate tenor ; but 
though he said it, who shoidd not say it, was never- 
theless member of several academies of music. 
Forthwith preparations are made for the first chorus 
in the opera of Titus. It went off gloriously. The 
Canonicus, standing close behind me, thundered out 
the base oyer my head, a& \i \i'& '??^t^ isasj^^-^K^Ssw 
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brass-dminB and trumpet obligtUo in a cathedral. 
He struck the notes gloriously ; but in his hurry he 
got the tempo just about twice too slow. Howerer, 
he was true to himself at least in this, that through 
the whole piece he dragged along just half a beat 
behind the rest. The others showed a most decided 
penchant for the ancient Greek music, which, as is 
well known, haying nothing to do with the harmony, 
ran on in unison or monotone. They all sang tre- 
ble, with slight variations, caused by accidental 
rising and falling of the voice, say some q^iarter of a 
note. 

** This somewhat noisy affair produced a universal 
tragic state of feeling, namely, a kind of terror, even 
at the card tables, which for the moment could no 
longer, as before, chime in melo-dramatic, by 
weaving into the music sundry exclamations ; as, 
for instance — 

" * O ! I loved, — eight and forty, — ^was so happy, — 
T pass, — ^then I knew not, — whist, — ^pangs of love, — 
follow suit,* etc. It has a very pretty effect. (I fill 
my glass.) 

" That was the highest point of the musical ex- 
hibition this evening. * Now it is all over.' thought 
I to myself. I shut the book, and got up from the 
piano-forte. But the baron, my ancient tenor, came 
up to me, and said — 

***My dear Herr Capellmeister, they say you 

play the most exquisite volimtaries ! Now do play 

us one ; only a short one, I entreat you !* 

'* I answered very drily, that to-day my fantasies 

A«c? all gone a wool-gathering \ 9xA yft:^ '^'^ ^^^ 
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. taUdng about itw^ devil, in the shape o 
fvith two waiatcoatB, had smelt out Bach'c 
which were lying under my hat in the 
He thinks they are merely little yariatio 
Nel eor mio mmpiu sento, or Ah, vous dira 
etc, and insists upon it that I shall pla 
try to excuse myself^ but they all attac 
then, * Listen, and burst with ennui/ 
myself^ — and begin to work away. 

"When I had got to variation nuB 
several ladies departed, followed by the 
with the Titus Andronicus head. The 
as their teacher was playing, stood it o 
not without difficulty, to number twelve 
fifteen made the man with two waistco 
his heels. Out of most excessive poli 
baron stayed till number thirty, and di 
the pimch, which Gottlieb placed on 
forte for me*. 

** I should have brought all to a happy 
but, alas ! this number thirty, — the tl 
me irresistably away. Suddenly the qv 
spread out to a gigantic folio, on which i 
imitations and developments of the tl 
written, and I could not choose but ] 
The notes became alive, and glimmered i 
all roimd about me, — an electric fin 
through the tips of my fingers into the 
spirit, from which it gushed forth, sprea( 
vmigs over my soul, the whole room was 
a thick mist, in which the candles bumei 
through which peered iQi^iJtiiiQ.N« ^\^a%&^ 
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pair of eyes, and then suddenly yamshed awfty 
again. And thus it came to pass, that I was left 
alone with my Sebastian Bach, by Gottlieb attended, 
as by a familiar spirit. (Yoor good health, sir.) 

"Is an honest musician to be tormented iriA 
music as I have been to-day, and am so often tor- 
mented ^ Yerily, no art is so damnably abased as 
this same glorious Musica, who, in her delicate 
being, is so easily desecrated. Have you real talent, 
— ^real feeling for art? Then study music,— do 
something worthy of the art, — and dedicate your 
whole soul to the beloTcd saint. If without this 
you have a fancy for quavers and demi-semiqnayers, 
practice for yourself and by yourself^ and torment 
not therewith the CapeUmeister Kreisler and others. 

** Well, now I might go home, and put the finish- 
ing touch to my sonata for the piano-forte ; but it is 
not yet eleven o'clock, and withal, a beautiful sum- 
mer night. I will lay any wager, that, at my next 
door neighbour's, (the Obeijagermeister,) the young 
ladies are sitting at the window, screaming down 
into the street, for the twentieth time, with harsh, 
sharp, piercing voices, * When thine eye is beaming 
love,' — ^but only the first stanza over and over again. 
Obliquely across the way, some one is murdering 
the fiute, and has, moreover, lungs like Rameau's 
nephew : and, in notes of * linked sweetness long 
drawn out,* his neighbour is trying acoustic experi- 
ments on the French horn. The numerous dogs of 
.the neighbourhood are growing luiquiet, and my 
landiord'B cat, inspired by that sweet duet, Ib making 
close by my window (foT» oi comx^^, TD^j'TccMaRft* 
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poetic laboratory is an attic,) certain tender con- 
fesfiions, — ^upward through the whole chromatic 
scale, soft complaining, to the neighbour's puss, 
-with whom he has been in loye since March last ! 
Till this is all fairly orer, I think I will sit quietly 
here. Besides, there is still blank paper and Bur- 
giuLdy left, of which I forthwith take a sip. 

** There is, as I hare heard, an ancient law, forbid- 
ding those who followed any noisy handicraft from 
living near literary men. Should not then musical 
composers, poor and hard beset, and who, moreover, 
are forced to coin their inspiration into gold, to spin 
out the thread of life withal, be allowed to apply this 
law to themselves, and banish out of the neighbour- 
hood all ballad singers and bagpipers ? What would 
a painter say, while transferring to his canvas a form 
of ideal beauty, if you should hold up before him all 
manner of wild faces and ugly masks ? He might 
shut his eyes, and in this way, at least, quietly fol- 
low out the images of fancy. Cotton in one's ears 
is of no use, one still hears the dreadful massacre. 
And then, the idea, the bare idea, * Now they are 
going to sing — ^now the horn strikes up,* is enough 
to send one's sublimest conceptions to the very 
devU." 
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CHAPTER V. 

SAINT GILOEir. 

It was a bright Sunday morning when Flemming 
and Berkley left behind them the cloud-clapped hills 
of Salzburg, and journeyed eastward towards the 
lakes. The landscape around them was one to attune 
their soids to holy musings. Field, forest, hill and 
yale, fresh air, and the perfume of cloyer fields and 
new-mown hay, birds singing, and the sound of 
village bells, and the moving breeze among the 
branches — ^no labourers in the fields, but peasants on 
their way to church, coming across the green pas- 
tures, with roses in their hats — ^the beauty and quiet 
of the holy day of rest — all, all in earth and air 
breathed upon the sold like a benediction. 

They stopped to change horses at Hof^ a handfid 
of houses on the brow of a breezy hill, the church 
and tayem standing opposite to each other, and no- 
thing between them but the dusty road, and the 
church-yard, with its iron crosses, and the fluttering 
tinsel of the funeral garlands. In the church-yard 
and at the tavern door were groiips of peasants wait- 
ing for divine service to begin. They were clothed 
in their holiday dresses. The men. "w^ie \«^^'» 
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and long boot8» and frock coats with large metal 
buttons; the women, straw hats, and gay calico 
gowns, with short waists and scant folds. They 
were adorned with a profusion of great, trumpery 
ornaments, and reminded Flemming of the Indians 
in the frontier Tillages of America. Near the church- 
yard gate was a booth filled with flaunting calicoes, 
and opposite sat an old woman behind a table, which 
was loaded with gingerbread. She had a roulette at 
her elbow, where the peasants risked a kreutzer for 
a cake. On other tables cases of knives, scythes, 
reaping-hooks, and other implements of husbandry, 
were offered for sale. 

The travellers continued their journey, without 
stopping to hear mass. In the course of the forenoon 
they came suddenly in sight of the beautiful lake of 
St. Wolfgang, lyiag deep beneath them in the valley. 
On its shore, and under them, sat the white village of 
St. Gilgen, like a swan ui>on its reedy nest. They 
seemed to have taken it unawares, and, as it were> 
clasped their hands upon it in its sleep, and almost 
expected to see it spread its broad, snow-white 
wings, and fly away. The whole scene was one of 
surpassing beauty. 

They drove leisurely down the steep hill, and 
stopped at the village inn. Before the door was a 
magnificent, broad-armed tree, with benches and 
tables beneath its shadow. On the front of the hous e 
was written in large letters, " Post Tavern, by 
Franz Schoendofer,'' and over this was a large sim-' 
dial, and a half-eflaced painting of a bear hunt, 
covering the whole »de oi \)fcifc Vw>afc^ ^iSis^ ^«>k«s^ 
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red. Just as they drove up, a procession of priests 
with hanners, and peasants with their hats in their 
hands, passed bj towards the church. They were 
singing a solemn psahu. At the same moment, a 
smart senrant-girl, with a black straw hat set co- 
quetishly on her flaxen hair, and a large silver 
spoon stuck in her girdle, came out of the tavern, 
and asked Flemming what he would please to order 
forbreak&st. 

Breakfast was soon ready, and was served up at 
the head of the stairs, on an old-fSEushioned oaken 
table in the great hall, into which the chambers 
opened. Berkley ordered at the same time a tub of 
cold water, in which he seated himself^ with his coat 
on, and a bed quilt thrown roimd his knees. Thus 
he sat for an hour, ate his breakfast, smoked a pipe, 
and laughed a good deal. He then went to bed and 
slept till dinner-time. Meanwhile Flemming sat in 
his chamber and read. It was a large room in the 
front of the house, looking upon the village and the 
lake. The windows were latticed, with small panes, 
and the window-siUs filled with fragrant flowers. 

At length the heat of the noon was over. Day, 
like a weary pilgrim, had reached the western gate 
of heaven, and evening stooped down to unloose 
the latchets of his sandal-shoon. Flemming and 
Berkley sallied forth to ramble by the borders of the 
lake. Down the cool, green glades and alleys, be- 
neath the illuminated leaves of the forest, over the 
rising groimds, in the glimmering fret-work of sun- 
Bhine and leaf shadow — an exhilarating walk. The 
^^oal evening air by the lake was "^e a\iaiQQ.. Ttiss^ 
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drank the fresliness of the hotir in thirsty draughts, 
and their breasts heaved rejoicing and reriyed, after 
the feyerish, long confinement of the sultry summer 
day. And there, too, lay the lake, so beautiful and 
still. Did it not recall, think ye, the lak^^iol Thim ? 

On their return homeward they passed near the 
village church-yard. 

" Let us go in and see how the dead rest," said 
Flemming, as they passed beneath the belfry of the 
church ; and they went in, and lingered among the 
tombs and the evening shadows. 

How peaceful is the dwelling-place of those who 
inhabit the green hamlets and populous cities of the 
dead. They need no antidote for care, nor armour 
against fate. No morning sun shines in at the closed 
windows and awakens them, nor shall imtil the last 
great day. At most a straggling simbeam creeps in 
through the cnmibling wall of an old-neglected 
tomb — a strange visitor, that sta3rs not long. And 
there they all sleep, the holy ones, with their anna 
crossed upon their breasts, or lying motionless by 
their sides — ^not carved in marble by the hand of 
man, but formed in dust by the hand of God. 
God's peace be with them. Ko one comes to them 
now, to hold them by the hand, and with delicate 
fingers smooth their hair. They heed no more the 
blandishments of earthly friendship. They need us 
not, however much we need them. And yet they 
silently await our coming. 

Beautiful is that season of life when we can say, 
in the language of Scripture, " Thou hast the dew 
of thy youth." But of then^ ^<(>r9i^5i%^»^^^0fi&>s5s^ 
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many. He places them upon his bosom, and his 
form becomes transformed into something less ter- 
rific than before. We learn to gaze and shudder 
not, for he carries in his arms the sweet blossoms of 
our earthly hopes. We shall see them all again, 
blooming in a happier land. 

Yes, death brings us again to our Mends. They 
are -waiting for us, and we shall not Uve long. They 
have gone before us, and are like the angels in 
heayen. They stand upon the borders of the grave 
to welcome us, with the countenance of affection 
which they wore on earth, yet more lorely, more 
radiant, more spiritual. Oh ! he spoke well who 
said, that grayes are the footprints of angels. 

Death has taken thee too, and thou hast the dew 
of thy youth. He has placed thee upon his bosom, 
and his stem countenance wears a smile. The far 
country towards which we journey seems nearer to 
us, and the way less dark ; for thou hast gone be- 
fore, passing so quiedy to thy rest, that day itself 
dies not more calmly. 

It was in an hour of blessed communion with the 
souls of the departed that the sweet poet» Henry 
y aughan, wrote those few lines which haTe made 
death lovely, and his own name immortal. 

** They are all gone into a ^rorld of light. 

And I alme sit lingering here ! 
Their very memory it &ir and bright. 

And mxMd thoogfata doth dear. 

It glowv and gutters In my elondy breast, 

Ijk0 stBTB upon, some gloomy grove, 
Or tbMe fidnt beuDS in whkh «bA\^S& teoiaaA^ 
After the sun's remote. 
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I see them walkSnff in an air of ^ory. 

Whose light doth trample on my days. 
My days, which are at best but dull and hoary, 

Here glimmerings and decays. 

O, holy hope, and high humility. 

High as the heavens above 1 
These are jawc walks, and ye have showed them me, 

Tb kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous Death 1 the jewel of the just ! 

Shining no where but in the dark 1 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dost, 

Gould man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath Ibond sosne fledged birePs nest may know 

At first sight, if the bird be flown; 
But what fidr field or grove he sings in now. 

That is to him unknown. 

And yet as angels, in some brighter dreams 

Call to the soul, when man doth sleep. 
So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes, 

And into ^ory peep ! " 

Such were Flemming's thoughts, as he stood among 
the tombs at eyening in. the chnith-yard of Saint 
Gilgen-. A holy calm stole oyer him. The fever of 
his heart was allayed. He had a moment's rest 
from pain, and went back to his chamber in peace. 
Whence came this holy cahn, this long-desired tran- 
quillity ? He knew not ; yet the place seemed con- 
secrated. He resolved to linger there, beside the 
lake, which was a pool of Bethesda for him, and let 
Berkley go on alone to the baths of Ishel. He would 
wait for him there in the solitude of Saint Gilgen. 
Long after they had parted for the night, he sat in 
his chamber, and thoiight oi^YAXV^XiAiS^^sQS^ssfi^^ 
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and enjoyed — ^the silence within and without. Hour 
after hour slipped by unheeded, as he sat lost in his 
reverie. At length his candle sank in its socket, 
gave one flickering gleam, and expired with a sob. 
This aroused him. 

He went to the window, and peered out into the 
dark night. It was very late. Twice already since 
midnight had the great pulpit orator Time, like a 
preacher in the days of the Puritans, turned the 
hour-glass on his high pulpit, the church belfry, and 
still went on with his sermon, thundering downward 
to the congregation in the church-yard and in the 
village. But they heard him not. They were all 
asleep in their narrow pews, namely, in their beds 
and in their graves. Soon afterward the cock crew, 
and the cloudy heaven, like the apostle who denied 
his Lord, wept bitterly. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

SAINT WOLFGANG, 

The morning is lovely beyond expression. The 
heat of the sun is great ; but a gentle wind cools the 
air. Birds never sang more loud and clear. The 
flowers, too, on the window-sill, and on the table, — 
ro96, geranitun, and the delicate crimson cactus, — are 
all so beautiful, that we think the German poet right 
when he calls the flowers " stars in the firmament 
of the earth." Out of doors all is quiet. Opposite 
the window stands the Tillage schoolhouse. There 
are two parasite trees, with their outspread branches 
nailed against the white walls, like the wings of 
culprit kites. There the rods grow. Under them, 
on a bench at the door, sit school-girls, and barefoot 
urchins in breeches are spelling out their lessons. 
The clock strikes twelve, and one by one they dis- 
appear,, and go into the hive, like bees at the soimd 
of a brass pan. At the door of the next house sits 
a poor woman knitting in the shade ; and in front of 
her is an aqueduct, pouring its cool, clear water into 
a rough wooden trough. A travelling-carriage, With- 
out horses, stands at the inn door ; lind a postiUipn in 
red jacket is talking with. tthli^Qk&mvtlb^^V^ 
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blue woollen stockings and a leather apron. Beyond 
is a stable, and still further a cluster of houses and 
the Tillage church. They are repairing the belfry 
and the bulbous steeple. A little further, over the 
roofs of the houses, you can see Saint Wolfgang's 
Lake. Water so bright and beautiful hardly flows 
elsewhere. Green, and blue, and silyer-white, run 
into each other with almost imperceptible change, 
like the streaks on the sides of a mackerel. And 
above are the pinnacles of the mountains; some 
bald, and rocky, and cone-shaped ; and others bold, 
and broad, and dark with pines. 

Such was the scene which Paul Flemming beheld 
from his window a few mornings after Berkley's 
departure. The quiet of the place had soothed him. 
Ue had become more calm. His heart complained 
less loudly in the holy village silence, as we are 
wont to lower our voices when those around us 
speak in whispers. He began to feel at times an 
interest in the lowly things around him. The face 
of the landscape pleased him ; but more than this 
the face of the poor woman who sat knitting in the 
shade. It was a pale meek coimtenance, with more 
delicacy in its features than is usual among pea- 
santry. It wore also an expression of patient suf- 
fering. As he was looking at her, a deformed child 
came out of the door and hung upon her. She 
caressed him affectionately. It was her chUd, in 
whom she beheld her own fair features distorted and 
hardly to be recognised, as one sometimes sees his 
face reflected from the bowl of a spoon. 

The child's deformity and the motiiuex'tt tendemeaa 
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interested the feelings of Flemming. The landlady 
told Tiiin something of the poor woman's history. 
She was the widow of a blacksmith, who had died 
soon after their marriage : but she survived to be- 
come a mother, just as in oaks, immediately after 
fecundation, the male flower fades and falls, while 
the female continues and ripens into perfect fruit. 
Alas! her child was deformed. Yet she looked 
upon him with eyes of maternal fondness and pity, 
loving him still more for his deformity. And in her 
heart she said, as the Mexicans say to their new- 
bom o&pring, *< Child, thou art come into the world 
to suffer. Endure, and hold thy peace." Though 
poor, she was not entirely destitute ; for her husband 
had left her, beside the" deformed child, a life-estate 
in a tomb in the church-yard of Saint GUgen. 
During the week she laboured for other people, and 
on Sunday for herself, by going to church and read- 
ing the bible. On one of the blank leaves she had 
recorded the day of her birth and that of her child's, 
likewise her marriage and her husband's death. 
Thus she lived — poor, patient, and resigned. Her 
heart was a passion flower, bearing within it the 
crown of thorns and the cross of Christ. Her ideas 
of heaven were few and simple. She rejected the 
doctrine that it was a place of constant activity and 
not of repose ; and believed that, when she at length 
reached it, she should work no more, but sit always 
in a dean white apron, aj|}d sing psalms. 

As Flemming sat meditating on these things, he 
paid new homage in his heart to the beauty and ex- 
cellence of the female character : he thought of the 
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absent and the dead; and said, with teaA» in Ins 
eyes — 

** Shall I thank God for the green snminer, and 
the mild air, and the flowen, and the stars, and all 
that makes this world so beantifol, and not for the 
good and beantifnl beings I haye known in it ? Has 
not their presence been sweeter to me than flowezB ? 
Are they not higher and holier than the stars ? Are 
they not more to me than all things else }*' 

Thus the morning passed away in musings ; and 
in the afternoon, when Flemming was preparing tt> < 
go down the lake (as his custom was) a coniage 
drew up before the door, and to his great aotonish* 
ment, out jumped Berkley, The first thing be ^Bd 
was to giye the xx>8tmaster, who stood near the door, 
a smart cut with his whip : the sufferer gently ezpoo- 
tulated, saying — 

" Ptay, sir, don't : I am lame." 

Whereupon Berkley desisted, and began instead 
to shake the postmaster's wife by the shoulders, and 
order his dinner in English. But all this was done 
so good-naturedly, and with such a rosy, Isnghing 
face, that no offence was taken. ^ 

** So you have returned much sooner than yon in- 
tended," said Flemming, after the first fnendly sa- 
lutations. 

** Yes," replied Berkley, «•! got tired of Ischel— 
very tired. I did not find the Mends there whom I 
expected. Now I am going back to Salsbnrg, and 
then to Gastien : there I shall certainly find titem. 
Tou must go with me.^ 
Flemming declined the iDTitatkm, «nd ^ftot^oeed to 
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ey tliat lie should join him in his excursion on 
Ike. 

iTou shall hear the grand echo of the Falken- 
1," said he, ** and behold the scene of the Bridal 
gedy ; and then we will go on as far as the Tillage 
Saint Wolfgang, which you haye not yet seen ex- 
it across the lake," 

"Well, this afternoon I devote to you — ^fbr to- 
orrow we part once more, and who knows when 
e shall meet again ^" 

They went down to the water's side without fur- 
hex delay ; and taking a boat with two oars, struck 
uaross an elbow of the lake toward a barren rock by 
the eastern shore, from which a small white monu- 
ment shone in the sun. 

** That monument," said one of the boatmen (a 
atout young lad in leather breeches), " was built by 
a butcher, to the glory of Saint Wol^ang, who 
sayed him from drowning. He was one day riding 
an ox to market along the opposite bank, when the 
animal, taking fright, sprang into th^ water, and 
swam oyer to this place with the butcher on his 
back." 

**And do you think he could haye done this," 
asked Berkley, *' if Saint Wolfgang had not helped 
him?" 

" Of course not !" answered leather-breeches : and 
the Englishman laughed. 

From this point they rowed along under the shore 
to a low promontory, upon which stood another 
monument, commemorating a more tragical eyent. 
" This is the place I \r^ «^wiiwa%^'lV w^^C^Nssar 
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ming, as the boatmen rested on their oars. **The 
melancholy and singular event it commemorates 
happened more than two centuries ago. There was 
a bridal party here upon the ice one winter, and in 
the midst of the dance the ice broke, and the whole 
merry company were drowned together, exc^ the 
fiddlers, who were sitting on the shore." 

They looked in silence at the monument, and at 
the blue qtdet water, under which the bones of the 
dancers lay buried, hand in hand. The monimient 
is of stone, painted white, with an overhanging roof 
to shelter it from storms. In a niche in front is a 
small image of the Saviour, in a sitting posture ; and 
an inscription, upon a marble tablet below, says that 
it was placed there by Longinus Walther and his 
wife Barbara Juliana von Hainberg; themselves 
long since peacefully crumbled to dust, side by side, 
in some churchyard. 

" That was breaking the ice with a vengeance I**- 
said Berkley, as they pushed out into the lake again, 
and ere long -they were floating beneath the mighty 
precipice of Pfikenstein — a steep wall of rock, 
crowned with a chapel and a hermitage, where in 
days of old lived the holy Saint Wolfgang; It is 
now only haunted by an echo, so distinct and load 
that one might imagine the ghost of ^e departed 
saint to be sitting there, and rei>eating the voices^ 
from below, not word by word, but sentence by sen- 
tence, as if he were passing them up to the recording 



"JSb ! bo ! ho !" shouted Berkley \ vcA. "dsst vrond 
seemed to strike the wall of Btoiie, "^2^.^ lave^ae^m^ 
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of steel plates. **Ho ! ho ! ho ! How are you to- 
day. Saint "Wolfgang ? You infernal old rascal ! 
How is the Frau von Wolfgang ? God save great 
George the King ! Damn your eyes ! Hold your 
tongue ! Ho ! ha ! ha ! ha ! hi !" 

And the words were recorded above ; and a voice 
repeated them with awful distinctness in the blue 
depths overhead, and Flemming felt in his inmost 
sold the contrast between the holy heavens, and the 
mockery of laughter, and the idle words which fall 
back from the sky above us and soil not its purity. 

In half an hour they were at the village of Saint 
Wolfgang, threading a narrow street, above which 
the roofe of quaint, picturesque old houses almost 
met. It led them to a Gothic church, a magnificent 
one for a village, in front of which was a small 
court, shut in by Italian-looking houses, with bal- 
conies, and flowers at the windows. Here a bronze 
fountain of elaborate workmanship was playing in 
the shade. On its summit stood an image of the 
patron saint of the village ; and running roimd the 
underlip of the water-basin below, they read this 
inscription in old German rhymes — 

" I am in the honour of Saint Wolfgang raised. 
Abbot Wolfgang Habel of Emensee he hath made 
me for the use and delight of poor pilgrim wight. 
Neither gold nor wine hath he ; at this water shall 
he merry be. In the year of the Lord fifteen hun- 
dreed and fifteen, hath the work completed been. 
God be praised !" 

As they were deciphering the rude characters of 
this pioua inscription, a NT3k\a:^<& ^tSsssX. ^'ssbr. ^^ss^k^'^ 
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high flight of steps from the parsoitage near the 
church, and courteously saluted the strangers. After 
returning the salutation, the mad Knglishnmn, with* 
out preface, asked him how many natural children 
were annually bom in the parish. The qnortion 
seemed to astonish the good father, but he answered 
it civilly, as he did seyeral other questions, which 
Flemming thought rather indiscreet, to say ths 
least. 

** You will excuse our curiosity," said he to the 
priest, by way of apology* ** We are strangers fiom 
distant countries : my Mend is an Englishman and 
I an American." 

Berkley, however, was not so easily sileneed. 
After a few moments' conversation he broke out into 
most audacious Latin, in which the only words 
clearly intelligible were — 

** Plurimum reverende, in Christo religiosissime» 
ac clarissime Domine, necnon et amice obseryandia* 
sime ! Petrus sic est locutus. * Nee argentum mihi, 
nee aurum est ; sed quod habeo, hoc tibi do ; surge 
et ambula/ *' 

He seemed to be speaking of the fountain. The 
priest answered meekly : 

*♦ Non intellexi, Domine V* 

But Berkley continued with great volubility to 
speak of his being a stranger in the land, and all 
men being strangers upon earth, and hoping to meet 
the good priest hereafter in the kingdom of heaven. 
The priest seemed confounded and abashed : through 
/iie mist of a strange pronunciation, he could reoog- 
niae only here and there a famWVftx yt<g^ liaxo^ 
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out his Bn\iff-box, and tried to quote a passage iiom 
Saint Paul : 

*• Ut dexit Banctus Paulus ; qui beni fecit — " 

Hexe his memory failed him ; or, as the Fren jh 
say, he was at the end of his Latin, and strething 
£orth his long forefinger, he concluded in German : 

*• Yes ; — I don't — so clearly remember — what he 
did say/' 

The Englishman helped him through with a moral 
phrase ; and then pulling off his hat, exclaimed very 
solemnly: 

"Vale, Domine doctissime et reverendissime!" 

And the Domine, as if pursued by a demon, made 
a sudden and precipitate retreat down a flight of 
steps into the street. 

"There !" said Berkley, laughing, " I beat him at 
his own weapons. What do you say of my Latin ?" 

"I say of it," replied Flemming, "what Holo- 
phemes said of Sir Nathaniel's, * Priscian, a little 
scratched 'twiU serve.' I think I have heard better. 
But what a whim I I thought I shoidd have laughed 
aloud." 

They were still sitting by the bronze foimtain 
when the priest returned, accompanied by a short 
man, with large feet, and a long blue surtout, so 
greasy, that it reminded one of PoUUa's in the 
Spanish play, which was lined with slices of pork. 
His eountenance was broad and placid; but his blue 
eyss gleamed with a wild, mysterious, sorrowful ex- 
pression. Flemming thought the Latin contest was 
to be renewed, with more powder and heavier guns. 
He was mistaken. The &t£«xi%<^ ^^^m^j^^ ^sssjcw \b^ 
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German ; and said, that having heard he wis finom 
America, he had come to question him about that 
distant country, for which he was on the point of 
embarking. There was nothing peculiar in his man- 
ner, nor in the questions he asked, nor the remadu 
he made. They were the usual questions and re- 
marks about cities and climate, and sailing the sea. 
At length Flemming asked him the object of his 
journey to America. The stranger came close up 
to him, and lowering his yoice, said very solemnly— 

<*That holy man, Frederick Baraga, mianoiiaiy 
among the Indians at Lacroiz, on Lake Superior, 
has returned to his father-land, Krain ; and I am 
chosen by heaven to go forth as minister extrap 
ordinary of Christ, to unite all nations and people 
in one church!" 

Flemming almost started at the singular earnest- 
ness with which he uttered these words ; and looked 
at him attentively, thinking to see the face of a 
madman. But the modest, unassuming look of that 
placid countenance -v^as exchanged, only in the eyes 
burned a mysterious light, as if candles had been 
lighted in the brain, to magnify the daylight there. 

" It is truly a high vocation,** said he in reply. 
" But are you sure that it is no hallucination ? Are 
you certain that you have been chosen by heaven 
for this great work ?** 

" I am certain,** replied the German, in a tone of 

great calmness and sincerity ; " and if Saint Peter 

and Saint Paul should come down from heaven to 

assure me of it, my faith wonid \» no %t£on%er than 

It now IB. It has been decVaied. \o xoa Xx^ ^bwopj 
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md wonders. I can no longer doubt nor 
e. I have already heard the voice of the 
speaking to me at night ; and I know that I 
apoetle, and chosen for this work." 
I was the calm enthusiasm with which he 
that Flemming could not choose but listen. 
; interested in this strange being. There was 
ing awe-inspiring in the spirit that possessed 
After a short pause he continued — 
fou wish to know who I am, I can tell you in 
)rds. I think you will not find the story 
t interest." 

lien went on to relate the circumstances re- 
in the following chapter. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

THB 8T0ST OP BXOTHES BEBHASDUS. 

** I was bom in the city of Stein, in the land d 
Erain. My pious mother Gertrude sang me psalm 
and spiritual songs in childhood ; and olten, whea I 
awoke in the night, I saw her still sitting patiently 
at her work by ^e stove, and heard her singing 
those hymns of heaven, or praying in the midnigjlil 
darkness when her work was done. It was for me 
she prayed. Thus, from my earliest childhood, I 
breathed the breath of pious aspirations. After- 
wards I went to Laybach as a student of theology; 
and after the usual course of study, was ordained a 
priest. I went forth to the care of souls, my own 
soul filled with the faith, that ere long all peopk 
woiQd be imited in one church. Yet at timea my 
heart was heavy, to behold how many nations then 
are who have not heard of Christ ; and how thoaa 
who are called Christians are divided into number- 
less sects, and how among these are many who are 
Christians in name only. I determined to devote 
myself to the great work of the one church universal; 
and for this purpose, to give myae\£ -wholly up to the 
i^/iidy (7/ the Evangelists andt3^e'EaX\iCE%. \T^!fea^ 
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to the Benedictine cloister of Saint Paul in the valley 
of Lavant. The father confessor in the nunnery of 
Laak, where I then lived, strengthened me in this 
resolve. I had long walked with this angel of God 
in a human form, and his parting benediction sank 
deep into my soul. The Prince- Abbot Berthold, of 
Uessed memory, was then the head of the Benedic- 
tine convent. He received me kindly, and led me 
to the library, where I gazed with secret rapture on 
the vast folios of the Christian fathers, from which, 
as from an arsenal, I #was to draw the weapons of 
holy warfare. In the study of these the year of my 
noviciate passed. I became a Franciscan Friar, and 
took the name of Brother Bemardus. Yet my 
ootUBe of life remained unchanged. I seldom left 
the cloister ; but sat in my cell, and pored over those 
tomes of holy wisdom. About this time the aged 
confessor in Laak departed this life. His death was 
made known to me in a dream. It must have been 
after midnight, when I thought that I came into the 
church, which was brilliantly lighted up. The dead 
body of the venerable saint was brought in, attended 
by a great crowd. It seemed to me, that I must go 
up into the ptQpit and pronounce his frmeral ora- 
tion ; and, as I ascended the stairs, the words of my 
test came into my mind — 'Blessed in the sight of 
the Lord is the death of his saints.* My funeral 
senpon ended in a strain of exultation, and I awoke 
nHh *Amen!' upon my lips. A few days after- 
wards I heard, that on that night the old man died. 
After this event I became restless and and melan- 
dioly • I strove in vain to drive from me my gloomy 
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thoughts. I could no longer study. I was no 
contented in the cloister. I even thought of 1 
it. 

** One night I had gone to bed early, accon 
my custom, and had fiEdlen asleep. Suddeaily 
awakened by a bright and wonderful light, 
shone all about me, and filled me with ha 
rapture. Shortly after I heard a yoice, whic 
nounced distinctly these words, in the Sda^ 
tongue, < Remain in the cloister !' It was the 
of my departed mother. I was fully awake, y 
nothing but the bright light, which disap] 
when the words had been spoken. Still i 
broad daylight in my chamber. I thought 
slept beyond my usual hour. X looked at my i 
It was just one o'clock after midnight. Sud 
the daylight yanished, and it was dark. I 
morning I arose, as if new-bom, through the 
d^ful Ught, and the words of my mother's 
It was no dream. I knew it was the will d 
that I should stay, and I could again give mys 
to quiet study. I read the whole Bible th 
once more in the original text, and went on wil 
fathers, in chronological order. Often, afte 
apparition of the :light, I awoke at the same 
and though I heard no Toice and saw no ligb 
was refreshed with heavenly consolation. 

*' Not long after this an important event hap] 
in the cloister. In the absence of the deac<m. < 
abbey, I was to preach the Thanksgiving serm 
Harvest-home. During the week the Frince-i 
JBertkold gave up the ghost, and my sermon be 
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It once a Thanksgiying and Funeral Sermon. Per- 
laps it may not be unworthy of notice, that I was 
iiUB called to pronoimce the burial discourse over 
'he body of the last reigning spiritual prince-abbot 
n G^ennany. He was a man of God, and worthy of 
thiB honour. 

•• One year after this event, I was appointed Pro- 
BBflBor of Biblical Hermeneutics in Klagenfurt, and 
left the abbey for eyer. In Klagenfurt I remained 
ien years, dwelling in the same house, and eating at 
die same table with seventeen other professors. 
rheir conversation naturally suggested new topics 
If study, and brought to my notice books which I 
liad never before seen. One day I heard at table that 
ICaurus Cappellari, a monk of Camaldoli, had been 
elected Pope, under the name of Gregory XYI. 
Be was spoken of as a very learned man, who had 
initten many books. At this time I was a firm 
believer in the Pope's inMlibility; and when I 
heard these books mentioned, there arose in me an 
irresistible longing to read tiiem. I inquired for 
them, but they were no where to be had. At length 
[ heard that his most important work, the Triumph 
of the Holy See, and of the Church, had been trans- 
lated into German, and published in Augsburg. 
Bre long the precious volume was in my hands. X 
began to read it with the profoundest awe. The 
farther I read, the more my wonder grew. The 
lubject was of the deepest interest to me. I could 
not lay the book out of my hand till I had read it 
through with the closest attention. Now at length 
my eyes were opened. X saw before me a monk, 
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who had been educated in an Italian cloister ; '^ 
indeed had read much, and yet only what was 
culated to strengthen him in the prejudices of 
childhood, and who had entirely neglected tl 
studies upon which a bishop should most rely, 
order to work out the salvation of man. I percei 
at the same time, that this was the strongest insi 
ment for battering down the walls which sepa: 
Christian from Christian. I saw, though as 
dimly, the way in which the tmion of Christlaiu 
the one true church was to be accomplished 
knew not whether to be most astonished at my < 
blindness, that, in all my previous studies, I 
not perceived what the reading of this single b 
made manifest to me ; or at the blindness of 
Pope, who had undertaken to justify such foU 
wilhout perceiving that at the same moment he 
himself lying in fatal error. But since I h 
learned more thoroughly the ways of the Lord, I 
now no more astonished at this, but pray oaUt 
Divine Providence, who so mysteriously pxcpi 
all people to be imited in one true church. • 1 
longer believed in the Pope's infiedlibility ; sa; 
believed even, that, to the great injury of hiunaa 
he lay in fatal error. I fislt, moreover, that now 
time had fully come when I should publicly «d 
myself, and fbtmd in America a parish •» 
school, and become the spiritual guide of mcoy ; 
the schoolmaster of children. 

**Xt was then, and on that aocotmt, that I w 

ia the Latin tongue my great work on Biblieal £ 

meneutics. But in Qennany VX c«atLQX\i^ \ra3blial 
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The Austrian censor of the press cannot find time to 
read it, though I think that if I have spent so many 
laborious days and sleepless nights in writing it, 
this man ought likewise to find time enough not 
only to read it, but to examine all the ground of my 
reasoning, and point out to me any errors, if he can 
find any. Notwithstanding, the Spirit gave me no 
repose, but urged me eyer mightily on to the perfec- 
tion of my great work. 

** One morning I sat writing, under peculiar in- 
fluences of the Spirit, upon the confusion of tongues, 
the division of the people, and the importance of the 
study of comparative philology, in reference to their 
imion in one church. So wrapped was I in the 
thought, that I came late into my lecture room ; and 
after lecture returned to my chamber, where I wrote 
till the clock struck twelve. At dinner, one of the 
professors asked if any one had seen the star, about 
which so much was said. The professor of physics 
said, that the student Johannes Schminke had come 
to him in the greatest haste, and besought him to go 
out and see the wonderW star ; but, being incredu« 
lous about it, he made no haste, and when they 
came into the street, the star had disappeared. 
"When I heard the star spoken of, my soul was 
filled with rapture, and a voice within me seemed 
to say, * The great time is approaching — ^labour un- 
weariedly in thy work.' I sought out the student, 
and, like Herod, inquired diligently what time the 
star appeared. He informed me, that just as the 
dock was striking eight in the mAtmxv^^ )&& ^^sci^. 
out ofbia house to go to t3[i^ t<i^<i%'i>^s>A.^«^ ^"^ 
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the square a crowd looking at a bright star. It was 
the very hour, when I was writing alone in my 
chamber on the importance of comparative philoloj^ 
in bringing about the union of all nations. I felt 
that my hour had come. Strangely moved, I walked 
up and down my chamber. The evening twilight 
came on. I lighted my lamp, and drew the green 
curtains before the windows, and sat down to read. 
But hardly had I taken the book into my hand, 
when the Spirit began to move me, and urge me 
then to make my last decision and resolve. I made 
a secret vow, that I would undertake the voyage to 
America. Suddenly my troubled thoughts were 
still. An unwonted rapture filled my heart. I sat 
and read, till the supper-bell rang. They were 
speaking at table of a red glaring meteor, which had 
just been seen in the air,[south east fromKlagenfiirt, 
and had suddenly disappeared with a dull, hollow 
sound. It was the very moment at which I had 
taken my final resolution to leave my native land. 
Every great purpose and event of my life seemed 
heralded and attended by divine messengers; the 
voices of the dead ; the bright morning star, shining 
in the clear sunshine, and the red meteor in the 
eveniug twilight. 

**I now began seriously to prepare for my de- 
parture. The chamber I occupied had onoe been 
the library of a Franciscan convent. Only a thick 
wall separated it from the church. In this waU was 
a niche, with heavy folding doors, which had served 
the Franciscans as a xepositOT^iox -^gicohibited books. 
-Here also I kept my papeift, an.^ tk!J ^ftaX ^vi^s^loo. 
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Biblical Hermeneutics. The inside of the door was 
covered with horrible caricatures of Luther, Melanc- 
thon, Calvin, and other great men. I used often to 
look at them with the deepest melancholy, when I 
thought that these great men likewise had laboured 
upon earth, and fought with Satan in the church. 
But they were persecuted, denounced, condemned 
to die. So, perhaps, it will be with me. I thought 
of this often, and armed myself against the fear of 
death. I was in constant apprehension, lest the 
police should search my chamber during my absence, 
and, by examining my papers, discover my doctrine 
and designs. But the Spirit said to me, .* Be of good 
cheer : I will so blind the eyes of thy enemies, that 
it shall not once occur to them to think of thy 
writings.' 

"At length, after many difficidties and tempta- 
tions of the devU, I am on my way to America. 
Yesterday I took leave of my .dearest friend, Gre- 
gory Kuscher, in Hallstadt. He seemed filled with 
the Spirit of God, and has wonderfully strengthened 
me in my purpose. All the hosts of heaven looked 
on, and were glad. The old man kissed me at part- 
ing, and I ascended the mountain as if angels bore 
me up in their arms. Near the summit lay a newly- 
fallen avalanche, over which, as yet, no footsteps 
had passed. This was my last temptation. *Ha I' 
cried I aloud, * Satan has prepared a snare for me ; 
but I will conquer him with godly weapons.* I 
sprang over the treacherous snow with greater faith 
than St. Peter walked the waters of the Lake of 
Galilee; and came down liJaft ^^'e^^ ^^?«S^^ '^is^fc 

/ 
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moimtain peaks yet shone in the setting sun. God 
smiles upon me. I go forth full of hopdful courage. 
On Christmas next I shall excommunicate the 
Pope.'* 

Saying these words, he slowly and solemnly took 
his leave like one conscious of the great events 'wbich 
await him, and withdrew with the other priest into 
the church. Flemming coxdd not smile as Berkley 
did ; for, in the solitary, singular enthusiast ivbo 
had just left them, he saw only another melanchc^ 
victim to solitude and over labour of the brain, ttoA 
felt how painful a thing it is, thus to become un- 
consciously the almsman of other men's sympathies, 
a kind of blind beggar for the charity of a good wish 
or a prayer. 

The sun was now setting. Silently they floated 
back to St. Gilgen, amid the cool evening shadows. 
The village clock struck nine as they landed ; and 
as Berkley was to depart early in the morning, he 
went to bed betimes. On bidding Flemming good- 
night he said — 

« I shall not see you in the morning ; so good- 
bye, and God bless you. Remember my parting 
words. Never mind trifles. In this woild a man 
must either be an anvil or hammer. Care killed a 
cat!" 

**1 have heard you say that so often," replied 

Flemming, laughing, <* that I begin to believe it is 

true. But I wonder if care shaved his left ey e brow 

after doing the deed, as the ancient Egyptians used 

to do?" 

" AJha ! now you are Bwee^Vn% f^^s^^^traia.^^ 

^kji Good night— good Ti\%\Lt." 
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A sorrowful event happened in the neighbourhood 
that night. The widow's child died suddenly. 
" Woe is me !" — thus mourns the childless mother 
in one of the funeral songs of Greenland — " Woe is 
me, that I shoiQd gaze upon thy place and find it 
vacant. In vain for thee thy mother dries the sea- 
drenched garments !" Not in these words, but in 
thoughts like these, did the poor mother bewail the 
death of her child, thinking mostly of the vacant 
place, and the daily cares and solicitudes of maternal 
love. Flemming saw a light in her chamber, and 
shadows moving to and fro, as he stood by the win- 
dow, gazing into the starry, silent sky ; but he little 
thought of the awfid domestic tragedy which was 
even then enacted behind those thin curtains: 
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FOOTPRINTS OF ANGELS. 

It was Sunday morning, and the chu 
were all ringing together. From all the n( 
ing villages came the solemn joyftd sound 
through the sunny air, mellow, and faint, 
and mingling into one harmonious chime, 
sound of some distant organ in heaven. A 
ceased, and the woods, and the clouds, and 
village, and the very air itself^ seemed to 
silent was it every where. 

Two venerable old men — ^high priests and j 
were they in the land — went up the pulpit 
Moses and Aaron went up Moimt Hor, in 
of all the congregation, for the pulpit si 
in front and very high. 

Paul Flemming will never forget the s 
heard that day — no, not even if he should '. 
as old as he who preached it. The text 
know that my Redeemer liveth." It was 
condole the pious poor widow, who sat rig 
hhn at the foot of the pidpit stairs, all in b] 
Aer heart breaking. He said iiot\im^ oi t! 
of death, nor of the gloom oi the ivaiio^ \s 
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/^^Ung beyond these things, as mere circumstances 
^ >vhich the imagination mainly gives importance, 
^^ told his hearers of the innocence of childhood 
^l>on earth, and the holiness of childhood in 
"heaven, and how the J)eautiful Lord Jesus was once 
^ little child, and how in heaven the spirits of little 
tshildren walked with him, and gathered flowers in 
the fields of Paradise. Good old man, in behalf of 
humanity I thank thee for these benignant words. 
And still more than I, the bereaved mother thanked 
thee ; and from that hour, though she wept in secret 
for her child, yet 

" She knew he was with Jesus, 
And she asked him not again.*' 

After the sermon Paul Flemming walked forth 
alone into the church-yard. There was no one there, 
save a little boy, who was fishing with a pin-hook in 
a grave half full of water. But a few moments 
afterward, through the arched gateway imder the 
belfry, came a funeral procession. At its head 
walked a priest in white surplice, chanting. Peasants, 
old and young, followed him, with burning tapers in 
their hands. A young girl carried in her arms a 
dead child, wrapped in its little winding-sheet. 
The grave was close under the wall, by the church 
door. A vase of holy water stood beside it. The 
sexton took the child from the girl's arms, and put 
it into a coffin, and as he placed it in the grave the 
girl held over it a cross, wreathed with roses, and the 
priest and peasants sung a funeral hymn. When 
this was over, the priests s^xvokl^d tJaift ^^ye axwl 
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the crowd with holy water, and then they all went 
into the church, each one stopping as he passed the 
grave to throw a handfdl of earth into it, and sprinkle 
it with holy water. ' 

A few moments afterwards the voice of the priest 
was heard saying mass in the church, and Flemming- 
saw the toothless old sexton treading the fresh earth 
into the grave of the little child with his clouted 
shoes. He approached him, and asked the age of 
the deceased. The sexton leaned a moment on his 
spade, and shrugging his shoulders, replied — 

" Only an hour or two. It was bom in the night, 
and died in the morning early.'* 

" A brief existence," said Flemming. " The child 
seems to have been bom only to be buried, and have 
its name recorded on a wooden tombstone." 

The sexton went on with his work, and made no 
reply. Flemming still lingered among the graves, 
gazing with wonder at the strange devices by which 
man has rendered death horrible, and the grave 
loathsome. 

In the temple of Juno, at Elis, Sleep and his twin- 
brother Death were represented as children reposing 
in the arms of Night. On various fimeral monu- 
ments of the ancients the genius of Death is sculp- 
tured as a beautiful youth, leaning on an inverted 
torch in the attitude of repose, his wings folded and 
his feet crossed. In such peaceful and attractive 
forms did the imagination of the ancient poets and 
sculptors represent death. And these were men in 
whose souls the religion of nature was like the light 
of stars, beautifalj but faint and co\d. ^\3Mft.%^that 
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in her latter days this angel of God, whicli leads us 
with a gentle hand into the ** land of the great de- 
parted, into the silent land/' shoidd have been 
transformed into a monstrous and terrific thing. Such 
is the spectral rider on the white horse ; — such the 
ghastly skeleton with scythe and hour-glass; — the 
reaper, whose name is Death ! 

One of the most popular themes of poetry and 
painting in the middle ages, and continuing down 
even into modem times, was the Dance of Death. 
In almost all languages it is written, the apparition 
of the grim spectre putting a sudden stop to all 
business, and leading men away into the ** remark- 
able retirement'* of the grave. It is written in an 
ancient Spanish poem, and painted on a wooden 
bridge in Switzerland. The designs of Holbein are 
well known. The most striking among them is that 
where, from a group of children sitting roimd a cot- 
tage hearth. Death has taken one by tiie hand, and 
is leading it out of the door. Quietiy and unresisting 
goes the little child, and in its countenance no grief, 
but wonder only, while the other children are weep- 
ing and stretching forth their hands in vain towards 
their departing brother. A beautiful design it is, in 
all save the skeleton. An angel had been better, 
with folded wings, and torch inverted. 

And now the sun was growing high and warm. 
A littie chapel, whose door stood open, seemed to 
invite Flemming to enter and enjoy the grateful 
coolness. He went in. There was no one there. The 
walls were covered with paintings and sculpture of 
the rudest kind, and with a few funeral tablets. 
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There was nothing there to move the heart to de- 
votion ; but in that hour the heart of Flemming was 
weak — weak as a child's. He bowed his stubborn 
knees, and wept. And oh ! how many disappointed 
hopes, how many bitter recollections, how much of 
wounded pride and unrequited love were in those 
tears, through which he read on a marble tablet in 
the chapel wall opposite this singular inscription : 
. " Look not mournfully into the past. It comes 
not back again. Wisely improve the present. It is 
thine. Go forth to meet the shadowy future, with- 
out fear, and with a manly heart." 

It seemed to him as if the unknown tenant of that 
grave had opened his lips of dust, and spoken to 
him the words of consolation wliich his soul needed, 
and which no friend had yet spoken. In a moment 
the anguish of his thoughts was still. The stone 
was rolled away from the door of his heart ; death 
was no longer there, but an angel clothed in white. 
He stood up, and his eyes were no more bleared with 
tears ; and looking into the bright morning heaven, 
he said — 

** I will be strong.** 

Men sometimes go down into tombs with painful 
longings to behold once more the faces of their de- 
parted Mends, and as they gaze upon them, laying 
there so peacefully with the semblance that they 
were on earth, the sweet breath of heaven touches 
them, and the features cnunble and fall together, 
and are but dust. So did his soul then descend for 
the last time into the great* tomb of the part, 
with painful longinga to \ieho\dL oii"&ft xasst^ ^'i ^sai 
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faces of those he had loved ; and the sweet breath of 
heaven touched them, and they would not stay, but 
crumbled away and perished as he gazed. They, 
too, were dust. And thus, far-sounding, he heard 
the great gate of the past shut behind him, as the 
divine poet did the gate of Paradise, when the angel 
pointed him the way up the Holy Mountain ; and to 
him likewise was it forbidden to look back. 

In the life of every man there are sudden transi- 
tions of feeling which seem almost miraculous. At 
once, as if some magician had touched the heavens 
and the earth, the dark clouds melt into the air, the 
w^ind falls, and serenity succeeds the storm. The 
causes which produce these sudden changes may 
have been long at work within us, but the changes 
themselves are instantaneous, and apparently with- 
out sufhcient cause. It was so^with Flemming : and 
from that hour forth he resolved that he would no 
longer veer with every shifting wind of circum- 
stance ; no long^ be a child's plaything in the 
hands of fate^ which we ourselves do make or mar. 
He resolved henceforward not to lean on others, but 
to walk self-confident and self-possessed ; no longer 
to waste his years in vain regrets, nor wait the ful- 
filment of boundless hopes and indiscreet desires, 
but to live in the present wisely, alike forgetful of 
the past, and careless of what the mysterious future 
might bring. And from that moment he was calm 
and strong — ^he was reconciled with himself. His 
thoughts turned to his distant home beyond the sea. 
An indescribable, sweet feeling, arose within him. 

" Thither will I turn la^ ^«3cA'iS'cvx!k% \wiX»Me^^V 
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said he ; ** and be a man among men, and no longer 
a dreamer among shadows. Henceforth be mine a 
life of action and reality. I will work in my own 
sphere, nor wish it other than it is. This alone is 
health and happiness — this alone is life. 

* life that Shan send 
A challenge to its ^ff i<i, 
And when it comes, say. Welcome, friend ! * 

Why have I not made these sage reflections, this 
wise resolve, sooner? Can such a simple result 
spring only from the long and intricate process of ex- 
perience ? Alas ! it is not till Time, with reckless 
hand, has torn out half the leaves from the Book of 
himian Life, to light the fires of passion with, fitmi 
day to day, that man begins to see that the leaves 
which remain are few in ntmiber, and to remember, 
fiedntly, at first, and then more clearly, that upon the 
earlier pages of that book, was written a story of 
happy innocence, which he would fain read over 
again. Then come listless resolution, and the in- 
evitable inaction of despair, or else the firm resolve to 
record upon the leaves that still remain a more noble 
history than the child's story, with which the book 
began." 
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CHAPTER IX. 
THE LAST PANG. 

" Farewell to thee, Saint Gilgen !*' said Flem- 
ming, as he turned on the brow of the hill to take 
his last look at the lake and the Tillage below, and 
felt that this was one of the few spots on the wide 
earth to which he could say farewell with regret. 
** Thy majestic hills have impressed themselyesnpon 
my soul as a seal upon wax« The quiet beauty of 
thy lake shall be to me for erer an image of peace, 
and purity, and stillness, and that inscription in thy 
little churchyard, a sentence of wisdom for my after 
life." 

Before the setting of the same sun which then 
shone on that fair landscape, he was far on his way 
towards Munich. He had left Ux behind him the 
moimtaans of the Tyrol, and beheld them for the last 
time in the soft eyening twilight, their vases green 
with forest trees, and here and there a sharp rocky 
spire, and a rounded sun^t capped with snow. 
There they lay, thdr backs like the backs of camels ; 
a mighty caravan reposing at evening in its march 
across the desert. 

From Munich he passed iSbxo^i^ K3Qj^g^s>QS% ^vsci^ 
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Ulm on his way to Stuttgard. At the entrances of 
towns and villages he saw large crucifixes ; and on 
the fronts of many houses coarse paintings and 
images of saints. In Gunzburg three priests in 
black were slowly passing down the street, and 
women fell on their knees to receive their blessing. 
There were many beggars, too, in the streets ; and 
an old man who was making hay in a field by the 
road side, when he saw the carriage approaching, 
threw down his rake, and came tumbling over the 
ditch, with his hat held out in both hands, uttering 
the most dismal wail. The next day the bright yel- 
low jackets of the postiUions, and the two great 
tassels of their bugle-horns, dangling down their 
backs like two cauliflowers, told him he was in 
Wurtemburg ; and late in the evening he stopped 
at an hotel in Stuttgard ; and from his chamber win- 
dow saw, in the bright moonlight, the old Gothic 
cathedral, with its narrow, lancet windows and jut- 
ting buttresses, right in front of him. Ere long he 
had forgotten all his cares and sorrows in sleep, and 
with them his hopes, and wishes, and good resolves. 
He was still sitting at breakfast in his chamber, 
the next morning, when the great bell of the cathe- 
dral opposite began to ring, and reminded him that 
it was Sunday. Ere long the organ answered from 
within, and from its golden lips breathed forth a 
psalm. The congregation began to assemble, and 
Flemming went up with them to the house of the 
Lord. In the body of the church he foomd the pews 
all mied or locked ; they seemed to belong to families. 
Se went up into tlaie gaiierj, onA. \ooV^ Q^«t \S\ft 
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psalm-book of a peasant, while the congregation 
sang the sublime old hymn of Martin Luther, 

" Our God, he is a tower of strength, 
A trusty shield and weapon." 

During the singing, a fat clergyman, clad in black, 
with a white surplice thrown loosely about him, 
came pacing along one of the aisles from beneath the 
organ loft, and ascended the pulpit. After the hymn, 
he read a portion of Scripture, and then said, 

" Let us unite in silent prayer." 

And turning round, he knelt in the pulpit, while 
the congregation remained standing. For a while 
there was a breathless silence in the church, which 
to Flemming was more solemnly impressive than any 
audible prayer. The clergyman then arose, and 
began his sermon. His theme was the Reformation ; 
and he attempted to prove how much easier it w^as 
to enter the kingdom of heaven through the gate- 
ways of the reformed Evangelical Dutch church, 
than by the aisles and penitential staircases of St. 
Peter's. He then gave a history of the Reforma- 
tion ; and, when Flemming thought he was near 
the end, he heard him say, that he should divide his 
discourse into four heads. This reminded him of 
the sturdy old Puritan Cotton Mather, who, after 
preaching an hour, would coolly turn the hour-glass 
an the pulpit, and say, " Now, my beloved hearers, 
let us take another glass." He stole out into the 
silent, deserted street, and went to visit the veteran 
sculptor Dannecker. He found him in his parlour. 
Bitting alone, with hia pft^ibsx. \JO^^ «s^^ '^C'fe- 't^ss^- 
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niscences of a life of eighty years. As Flexn^ning 
entered, he arose firom the sofa, and tottered towards 
him ; a venerable old man, of low stature, and 
dressed in a loose white jacket, with a face like 
Franklin's, his white hair flowing oyer his shoulders, 
and a pale, blue eye. 

** So you are from America,*' said he. •* But you 
haye a German name. Paul Flemming wa9 one of 
our old poets. I haye neyer been in America, and 
neyer shall go there. I am now too old. I have 
been in Paris and in Rome. But this was long ago. 
I am now eight and seyenty years old." 

Here he took Flemming by the hand and made 
him sit down by his side on the sofa; and Flemming 
felt a mysterious awe creep oyer him, on touching 
the hand of the good old man, who sat so serenely 
amid the gathering shade of years, and listened to 
life's curfew bell, telling, with eight and seventy 
solemn strokes, that the hour had come, when the 
fires of all earthly passion must be quenched ydthin, 
and man must prepare to lie down and rest till the 
morning. 

** You see," he continued, in a melancholy tone, 
**my hands are cold; colder than yours. They 
were warmer once. I am now an old man. 

"Yet these are the hands," answered Flemming, 
«that sculptured the beauteous Ariadne and the 
Panther. The soul neyer grows old." 

« Nor does nature,*' said the old man, pleased with 
thiB aliuBion to his great work, and pointing to the 
green trees before bia wixkdio^« ^Ttaa -^Rftasore I 
have left to me ; my aigVLXHa ni^ ^ff*^ \<!«ft.«^^ 
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distinguish objects on the side of yonder mountain . 
My hearing is also unimpaired. For all which, I 
thank God." 

Then, directing Flemming's attention to a fine en- 
graving, which hung on the opposite wall of the 
room, he continued — 

''That is an engraving of Canova's Religion. I 
love to sit here and look at it, for hours together. It 
is beautiful. He made the statue for his native 
town, where they had no church, until he built bne. 
He placed the statue in it. This engraving he sent 
me as a present. Ah, he was a dear, good man. 
The name of his native town I have forgotten. My 
memory fails me. I cannot remember names." 

Fearful that he had disturbed the old man in his 
morning devotions, Flemming did not remain long, 
but took his leave with regret. There was some- 
thing impressive in the scene he had witnessed ; — 
this beautiful old age of the artist ; sitting by the 
open window, in the bright simmier morning, — ^the 
labour of life accomplished, the horizon reached, 
where heaven and earth meet, — thinking it was 
angel's mu&ic, when he heard the church bells ring, 
himself too old to go. As he walked back to his 
chamber, he thought within himself, whether he 
likewise might not accomplish something, which 
should live after him ; — ^might not bring something 
permanent out of the fast fleeting life of man, and 
then sit down, like the artist, in serene old age, and 
fold his hands in silence. He wondered how a man 
felt when he grew so old that he could not go to 
church, hut must sit at liome «a!^T«w^^^^^^'^'^=^ 
large print, "SL 
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HiB heart Wat full of indefinite longings, m:ngledi 
with regrets; longings to accomplish something 
worthy of life ; regret, that as yet he had accom- 
plished nothing, but he fielt and dreamed only. 
Thus the warm days of spring bring forth passion- 
flowers and forget-me-nots. - It is only after mid- 
summer, when the days grow shorter and hotter, 
that fhiit begins to appear. Then, the heat of 
the day brings forward the harvest, and afler the 
harvest the leaves fsdl, and there is a grey frost. 
' Much meditating upon these things, Paul Flemming 
reached his hotel. At that moment a person dad in 
. green came down the church-steps, and crossed the 
street. It was the (German student of Interlachen. 
Flemming started as if a green snake had suddenly 
crossed his path. He took refuge in his chamber. 

That night as he was sitting alone in his chamber, 
having made his preparation to depart the following 
morning, his attention was arrested by the sound of 
a fSemale voice in the next room. A thin partition, 
with a door, separated it from his own. He had not 
before observed that the room was occupied. But, 
in the stillness of the night, the tones of that voice 
struck his ear. He listened. It was a lady, reading 
the prayers of the English Church. The tones were 
familiar, and awakened at once a thousand painful 
sweet recollections. It was the voice of Mary Ash- 
burton ! His heart could not be deceived ; and aU 
its wounds began to bleed afresh, like those of a 
miiT^ivd znan when the murderer approaches. His 
&vt impulse was of affection oiA^t boundless, irre- 
pretfMble, deliriouB, as oi old m liSti^ tgt^cs^^iC^^i ^ 
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titerlaohen. He waited for^the voice to cease, that 
e might go to her, and behold her face once more. 
Liid then his pride rose up within him, and rebuked 
lis weakness. He remembered his firm resolye, 
nd blushed to find himself so feeble. And the yoice 
eased ; and yet he did not go. Pride had so far 
ained the mastery oyer affection. He lay down on 
is bed, like a child as he was. All about him was 
ilence, and the silence was holy, for slie was near ; 
3 near that he could almost hear the Seating of her 
eart. He knew now for the first time how weak 
e was, and how strong his passion for that woman, 
lis heart was like the altar of the Israelites of old ; 
nd though drenched with tears, as with rain, it was 
indled at once, by the holy fire from heayen ! 

Towards morning he fell asleep, exhausted with 
ae strong excitement ; and in that hour when, sleep 
eing ** nigh unto the soul," visions are deemed 
rophetic, he dreamed. O blessed vision of the 
lorning, stay ! thou wert so fair ! He stood again 
n the green sunny meadow, beneath the ruined 
3wer8 ; and she was by his side, with her pale, 
peaking countenance and holy eyes ; and he kissed 
er fair forehead ; and she turned her face towards 
im, beaming with affection, and said, ** I confess it 
ow ; you ax& the Magician ! " and pressed him in 

meek embrace, that he, " might rather feel than 
se the swelling of her heart," And then she faded 
way from his arms, and her face became transfigured, 
nd her voice like the voice of an angel ; — and he 
woke, and was alone ! 

It was broad daylight, axkd'Vift\kft«t^^'i^^«{^iassss.^ 



334 HYPERION. 

and the stamping of horses' hoo&, on the pavement at 
the door. At the same moment his servant came in, 
with coffee, and told him all was ready. He did not 
dare to stay. But throwing himself into the carriage, 
he cast one look towards the window of the Dark 
Ladie, and a moment afterwards he left her for ever*' 
He liad drank the last drop of the bitter cup, and 
now laid the golden goblet gently down, knowing 
that he should behold it no more ! 

No more ! O, how majestically mournful are those 
words ! They sound like the roar of the wind through 
a forest of pines ! 
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